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To Hen GnAcs the 
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nr it poſſible for me to let the 
World know, how entirely 'Your 


FP Words enough in Speech to expreſs 
the mighty Senſe | have of Your great Bounty 
towards me; ſurely I ſhould write and talk of it 
for ever: But Your Grace has given" me ſo large 
1 Theme, and laid fo: very. vaſt a' Foundation, 
that Imagination wants Stock to build upon it. 
{ am as ofie dumb when I would ſpeak of it; and 
when I ſtrive to write, I want x Scale of Thought 
ſufficient to comprehend the Height of it. For- 
give me then, Madam, if (as a poor Peaſant once 
made a Preſent of an 1 7 to an Emperor) I 
bring this ſmall Tribute, the bumble Growth of 
my little Garden, and lay it at Tour Feet. © Be- 
lie ve it is paid You with the utmoſt Gratitude: 

* 1 Ferre 


3- 


' 3 The DzD1CAT1oON. 


Believe, that ſg long as I have Thought to remem- 
ber how very much Lowe Your generous Nature, 
I will ever have a Heart that ſhall be gratefal for 
it too. Your Grace, next Heaven, deſerves it am- 
ly from me: That gave me Liſe; but on & hard 
Esndition, till Your extended Favour taught me 
to prize the Gift, and took the heavy Burden it 
was clogg d with from me, I mean hard Fortune. 
When | Pad Enemies, that with malicious Power 
kept back and ſhaded me from thoſe royal Beams, 
whoſe Warmth is all I have, or hope to live by; 
Your noble Pity and Compa ſſion found me, where 
Lwas far caſt. backward; from my Bleſſing, down 
in the Rear of Fortune, called me up, placed 
me in the Shine, and [ have felt its Comfort, 
You have in that reſtor'd me to my native Right, 
for a ſteady Faith and Loyalty to my Prince was 
all the Inheritance my Father left me 3 and how- 
ever hardly my ill Fortune deal with me, tis 
what I prize ſo well, that I ne'er-pawn'd it yet, 
and hope I ne er ſhall part with it. Nature and 
Fortune were certainly in League when Vou were 
born; and as the firſt took Care to give You Beau- 
2 enough to enſlave the Hearts of all the World; 
the other reſolv d to do its Merit Juſtice, that 
none but a Monarch, fit to rule the World, ſhould 
e er poſſeſs it; and in it he had an Empire. The 
young Prince Lou have given him, by his bloom- 
ing Virtues, early declares the mighty Stock he 
came from: And as You have taken all the pious 
Care of a dear Mother, and a pradent Guardian, 
to give him 2 noble and generous Education; may 


it ſucceed according to his Merits and Your Wiſhes: 
May he grow up to be a Bulwark to his IlIluſtri- 
ous Father, and a Patron to his loyal Subjects; 
witch Wiſdom and Learning to aſſiſt him, when- 


ever 


Ant, than, 


* 


The DEDICATION: 


ever call'd to his Councils; to defend his 1 
againſt the Encroachments of R cus in his 
Senates; to chexiſh ſuch Men as be able to 
vindicate the Royal Cauſe; that good — fit Ser- 
nts to the Crown Vip hae loſt for — 
Protgttor. M a urage a 
a fb L his ny (8 Fe 
his Rebels at — and that all * my 
yet wy 2 may 8 way es the 8 — 
time is Neats, When tho owing 
— with Cate in be cheriſhed, fac order wy 
; W 18 Never 1985 t With vicious 
OG che T 1755 . f ith Aa, infipid 
— to vat ude, may he 
as great as the Hand of Fortune (with his Ho- 
nour) ſhall be able to make hi; And may beg 


Grace, who are ſo good a 3 refs, 2nd ſo 
dun, der A WEB 0 ab rf 
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PROLOGUE 


N theſe diſtraBed Times, when each Mas 4 


The bloody Stratage mt of buſy Heart: 
When we have fear'd three Tears RR 


'Till Witneſſes begin to die t Rot ; | 
What made cur Poet meddlc with « Plot? 


Nast that be fang d, for the very ſake 
And Name of Plot, bis trifiing Play might fake? | 
For there's not in't one Inch-board Evidence, 
But fit, be ſays, to Reaſon plain and Senſ#. 8 
Were Truth by Senſe and Reaſon to be try d, 

Sure all our Swearers might be laid aſ de. 

N, of ſuch Tools our Author bas no need, 

To make bis Plat, or make bis Play ſucceed : 

He, of black Bills Sas no prodigious Tales, 

or Spaniſh Pilgrims caſt aſbore in Wales: 

Here's not one murder'd Magiſtrate at leaſt, 

Kept rant, like Ven'ſon, for @ City Feaſt ; 

Grown four Days ſtiff, the better to prepare 

Aud fit bit plient Limbs to ride in Chair. . 

Tet here's an Army rais'd, tho” under Ground, 

But no Man ſeen, nor one Commiſſwn found : K 
Here is a Traitor too, that's very old, 

- Twrbient, ſubtle, wiſabie neut, and bold, 
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Bloody, 


= R OLOGUE. 
Bloody, revengeful; and to erown bis Pert, 


Loves fumbling with a Wench with all bis Heart: 


Jill after having, many Changes paſt, 


In ſpite of Age (Thanks i Heai'n) i A A of laſt. 


Next is a Senator that keeps a Whores 

In Venice none 6 bigber Office bore : 

To Lewdneſs ev'ry Night the Leteber ran; 

Shew me, all London, ſuch another Man; 
Match him at Mother Crefwold's, if you tan, 
0 Poland, Poland ! bad it been thy Lit, * 
r have beard in time of this Venetian Plot, 


Thou ſurely choſen badſt one King from thepee, 


And bonour'd them a, thou baſt England In. | 
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n 
Duke of Venice.,, | . Mr. B. Nam 


Friuli, Father to Behviders, . 5 


Senatof. 
Antonio, 6 foe Spies iy et. "Mr, Le ich. ty 


Senate. 


Bedamar, 'the Spaniſb Ambaſſh*\ Mr. => 


dor, Nis 1 | $2 © 
Faffier. | Mr. Betterton. 
Pierre. Mr. Smith. | 
Renault, | Mr. Wiltſhire. 
Spindſa. ' Mr. Percival, 
Theodore. | 
Eliot. { 
Revi llida. 
Durand. . 
Bramnroeil. 12,2; r 4 
Ternon. "Frei 7.7 a 
Brabe. ee 
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Belvidera. Wy Mrs. Barry. | 

Agq ina. Mrs. Carrer. 

Two Women, Attendants on Belvidera. d 

Two Women, Servants to Aguilina. I 

he Coupcil of Ten. 


Officer, Gazrd, Friar, Executioner and Rabble, 
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ACT IL SC ENI L 

Enter Priuli and Jafher. _ 

Sa # $44 + | 
O more! I'll hear no more; be gone 

ben Suffe 

5k Not hear me! by my 

f N #11 bat you ſhall! * 0 

j, You think me: Patience! where's the 

Diſtance throws | | 

Me back ſo far, but I may boldly ſpeak 5 

In ri tho* proud Oppreſſion will not hear me? 
Pri, Have you not wrong d e 
Faff. Could my Nature cer «A ou, 

Have brook d Injuſtice, or the doing Wrongs, 

need Hat now thus low have bent my ſelt, | 


To gain a Hearing from a cruel Father. 
Wrong'd you! * 


„ 


Tri. 


id 
r 


10 Venice Preſervd; or, 
rt. Yes, wrong'd' me in the miceft Point, 
The Honour of my Houſe ; you have done me wrong, 


Y og. may remember (toc. 008-6 cake 11 
And urge its Baſenęſt) when. you; fir. came home 
From Travel, with luch Hopes as made you look 


By all Mens Eyes, a Youth: of Expethation ; 
Pleas'd. with your growing Virtog,, I recciv'd. you; 
Coyrted, and ſdught to raiſe you to your Merits : 
My Houſe, my Table, nay, my Fortune too, 
My. very (elf was: yours; you might have us 


To your beſt Service; likean apen Friend, & 
I treated, trgfted you, and thought you mine; 


When im, Requital bf my bat Engeavours © 
e e who med i 
Seduc'd the Weakneſs of my Age's Darlin 
My only Child, and ſtole. her'ttom my Bolom; 
ws” Fax: vt l | 
aff. Tis to me yon awe r. 5 
Childleſs you had been Th fn in the Grave, 
Your-Neme-extind, -n0-more-Pricls heard ol. 
You may remember, ſcarce five Vers 2re ph 
Ginna 5 + ” 5. YT, yy YT" If Xa 
wor Brizantin you; ſail'd ito Rg _* 
The Adriatic: wedged by our Duke, ; 
And I was with you: Your-unskilfuk Pilot 
Daſh'd us upon a Rock; when 4 * Boat 
You made for Saſety: enter d firſt your EH Z 
TH affrighted Betvidera following _nexB,  - h \ 
As ſhe Rood trembling on the Veſſel's Side, 
Was by a Wave wah off into the Deeps! 4 0 
When inſtantly. L plung'd into the Se 
And buffeting the Billows to ber Reine, 3777 - 
Redecm'd ber. Liſ with half the Lois: , i 
Like a rich Conqueſt, in one Hand” I n 
And with the others daſh'd the Gucy Waves, 
T hat thrang/d' and prefs'd to rob me of my Prize: 
I brought her; gaye her your deſpairing Arms: 
Indeed you thank'd me; but a nobler ode 
Roſe in her Sopl; for fom that Hour Ihe id we, 
Till for her Lifehe paid me with her If 
Pri, You ftgle her from m6; like & Lick you. for 
ber, I | * 1 1 0 * 
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Lin 


4 r Diſeoverd. nn 


Jes of Night, that curſed Hour you'ehoſe 0 


1s ile e Heart heid dear. 1 
8 our ber ꝓrove falſe — 1 
rr hart og he Fr „uni 
Att you both; conti nua Difebrd! mike Te 
Your Days and Nights bitter and — 17 
Nay Hand of a vexatidng Meet 


Oppreſs u yvu; till at taſt v ft 
The ——ů— all your Pot tion. 
Faff. Half of your Curſe you haverteſtowd in vain: 
Heav'n hagalready crowd but fuithful-LNves 
ee. 
ive to prove than bis 
And ha pier than 8 e 
Pri. ve 
To bate thee for Mis Bread, — 
With hungry Ories; whilft his un Mother 
Sits down and werps in in Bietenneſ d NV. 
Fuff. - Vou rnb as if band ED 
Pri. Twould by Heaven: It] d 
Once ſhe was dear indredq che Drops that £135. 8 * 
From my ad —— —— 


The Fountain of my Life was <> ng 
But ſhe is gone, e Lam a Nan, 1 
forget her. Nn 


' Jaff. Would I were in my Grave. | * | 
Pri. And-the tod teith thee : f I |. 3 
For living 1 aeg. rangers, 4 


I once was 03 {N20 ” 
Ja. Lou 2 „ becauſeiyou know un Sou 

14 ford of cid: — 4-6 

My Life fesds on her, therefdte-thus you creat 

Oh ! ! could Ty Soul ever have known datlery;y + ” 

Were I that Thief, the Doer of (futh Wrongs 

As you uphraid me with, — — * ri 


But I might ſend her back to 
And court m — would be kinder 
Pri. You dare uod doe. inet __ 


— — — 1 £3163 wot 
diy Leg uuf me; is too much my R 85 


12 Venice Preſerv'd ; or, 


Three Years are paſt ſince our firſt Vows were plighteq 
During which time the World muſt bear me witneſs, 
Pve treated Belviders like your Daughter, 

The Daughter of a Senator of Venice: k 
Diſtinction, Place, Attendance and Obſervance, 
Due to her Birth, ſhe — — commanded: 
Out of my little Fortune I have done this ; 
Becauſe (tho? hopeleſs eder to win your Nature) 
The World might ſce I lov'd her for herſelf, 

Not as the Heireſs of the Great Friuli. 

Pri. No more, 


Jaff. Yes, all, and then adieu for ever. | 
Ther's not a Wretch that lives on common Charity 
Bus happier than me: for I have known ö 
The luſcious Sweets of Plenty; every Night 
Have ſlept with ſoft Content about my Head, 

And never wak d but to 2 Morning: 
Yet now muſt fall like a fall Ear of Corn, 
Whoſe Bloſſam _ yetꝰs wither'd in the ripening, 

Pri. Home, and be humble, — — retrench; 
Diſcharge the lazy Vermin of "thy Hall, 
ons -<4— mf Len ei nt) - 
Reduce the glittering Trappings o Wife -- - ; 
To humble Weeds, fit for thy httle 5 | A 
Then to ſome Suburb 2 both retire; - 1 
Drudge to feed loathſome Life; get Brats, and ftarve— I 
Home, home, I fay.— : 27 | CExit, I 

Faff. Yes, if my Heart would let me—  ... 0 
This proud, this ſwelling Heart: Home I would go, I 
But that my Doors are hateful to, mine Eyes, A 
Fill'd and damm'd* up with-gaping Creditors, | Y 
Watchful as Fowlers when their Game will ſpring: 

Pve now not Fifty Ducats in the World, 


Yet ſtill I am in Love, and pleas'd with Ruin. Te 
Oh! Belvidtra ! Oh! ſhe is wy Wife Ar 
And we will bear our way ward Fate together, Ct 
Bat ne'er know Comfort more. e - 1154 Of 
+ += _ Enter Pierre. . Dre A Th 

Pier, My Friend, Good-morrow:: :,, 1 Ye 
How fares the honeſt Partner of my Heart? Bri 


What, melanchkolly! not a Word to ſpare 'me! Dr 


J. © wi 


SS 4 


Whilſt no Hold's left to-fave us from Doſtruction: 


. Plot 'Difſeoverd. 14 
Jaff. I'm thinking, Pierre, Toe Fn ſtarving 


Call'd Honeſty, gos > pgs M. li 
Pier. ww . 

For its own Eaſe'and — — . 0 

Are * on which Kiares ' © 

Repoſe and fatten: Wert all Mankind Villains, 

They'd ſtarve each other; Lawyers wou'd want Praitce: 


Cut-throats Rewards: Each Man would kin his Brother 
Himſelf, none would be paid or hang. for Murder; 
Honeſty | 'twas a Cheat inve 
EY 85 Rs 

t Fools | 
a lord it uncontrourd [their „ 


Iden t Notion * 
Like ow 3 cet an f 
He that pretend to m & bob has — OR * 


'Tisa ragged Vertue, 4 o mord ont. 
Jaff. Sure chou art hone | | 

Pier. 80 indeed Men ia we. Alg 

But they are miſtaken, Jaſier: I ama ; Rogue 


As well as oo} | 

A fine gay bo hed Villain, as thou ſeeſt-me 2 «Ki 

'Tis true, I pay mn y Debts when they're contratted z 

I ſteal from no Man; would not cut a Throat 

To gain Ad miſſton to a great Man's Purſe, 

Or a Whore's Bed; Id not betray my Friend, 

To get his Place or Fortune z I ſcorn to flatter \ 

Ablown- up Fool above me, or eruſh the Wretch be- 

Yet, 'Faffier; for all this Lam 2 Villain, (neath me; 
Taff. A Villain! © as fr; 26, of 
Pier. Yes, a moſt . — Villain ; 

To (ee the Sufferings of my Fellow-Creatures, - 

And own my ſelf a Man ; To fee our Senators - 

Cheat the Jetuded People with a Shew © © 

Of Liberty, which yet they ner muſt taſte of, | 

They ſay, by them gur Hands are free from Fetters, 

Yet wo they p —— in baſeſt Bonds; 

Bring whom they pleaſe to Infamy and Sorrow 

Drive us like Wrecks down the rough Tide of Power, 


B Al 


Not to rouze up at the 
Ani check the aka 


The deareſt Fee 


She was thy Ri Righ by Conquſ, a iy Love. 1 4 

Pier. on N % by 12 — ber, 
That are Lis <2 Hear "wk 
For time to com 


* 
Wich which I Tae d. to e 


I fancy'd, Pleaſures, none but one that, loves | 
And cats as Ld cop neg 8 | 
When in the E Extre 4T 4 
In the molt charming He A EN eg Ny. — > 
Then when qur gager, Wiſhes ſoar the higheft, 

Ready #0 Koop and graſp the lovely ame, 

A baggard Qwl, 2. worthle Kite of Pre, 

With his foul Wings ſail'd in, and ſpoil d my Quarry. 
Jaffe pot xe Wet arch, ang. ſcorn bo as tho 
Pier. Curſe on the common Gdod thats fo proteticd; 

Where evety Slave that heaps: up Wealth enough 

Tg do much Wrong, becomes a Lord of Right: 

I, who belicy'drno ill could ev't come near me, 

Found in the Embraces of my Aguilina 

A wretched old, but itching Senator, ;; _.. - 

A wealihy Fool, that had bought out my Title: 

A Rogue, chat uſes Beauty like a Lamh- Skin, 

Barely to keep him warm, that filthy Cuckqwe too, 

Was in my abſence crept into my N 

And ſpoiling all my Brood of noble Picaſure. 

Ja,. * not chaſe bim chence? 

Pier. I did, and drove | 
The rank old-hearded Hirco ſtinking hames........ 
The Mattor was complain d of in the Senate, 
I ſummom d to appear, and cenſur* 1 D Telv, Nr 
For violating ſomething they cal! Privilege——— $ 
Chis was the Recompence of my yervice 5. 1, _ - 
Would l'd been rather beaten b A Coward, 15 6 

. A Soldier's Miſtreſs, Vale, is bis Religion; 


Wbes 


1 
r ai —_ NINE 


; ber 


Here ſtood a Ruffan with 8 2 horrid Face, 


A Piat Diſcover d. 15 
When that's profaced” all other Ties are broken: 
That even diſſolves all former Bonds of Service; 
And from that Hour I think my felf as free erf 
To be the Foe as &er the Friend of Venice 
Nay, dear Revenge, whene'er thou calliſt, I'm ready. 
72. I think no Safety can be here for Virtne, - 
And grieve, my Friend, as much as thon, to live 
In ſuch a wretched State as this of Venice, 
Where all agree to ſpoil the Publick Good ; 
And Villains fatten with the brave Man's Labour. 
Pier. We've neither Safety, Unity, nor Peace, | 
For the Foundation's loft of common Good; 
Juſtice is lame as well as blind amongſt us 
ſhe Laws (corrupted to their Ends ALI em), 
Serve but for — of ſome new Tyranny,” | 
That every day ſtarts up Cenſlave os deeper... 
Now could this glorious Cauſe but find out Friends 
To doit ri oh Feffier ! then | thou 
Not wear Seals of Woe upon thy Face: 
Fi roud Priuli ſhould be taught Humanity, 
rn to value ſuch a Son as thou art. 
1 peak, but my Heart bleeds this moment. 
Jaff. Curft be the Cau , tho*I thy Friend be part ont; 
Let me partake the Troubles of thy Boſom, 
For I am us d to Miſery, and —. 
May find a way to ſweeten't to thy irit. 
Pier. Too ſoon *twill reach thy nowledge 
Jaff. Then from thee 
Let it proceed. There's Virtue in thy Friendſhip 


Would make the ſaddeſt Tale of — pleaſing, 


Strengthen my Conſtancy, and welcome wth 
Pier. Then thou art ruin'd ? Nu 3 
Faff. That I long hnce'knews 

I and:ill Fortune have been long acquainted. 

Pier. I paſgd this very moment by Doors, 
And found them guarded by a Troop of Villains; 
The Song of publick Rapine were deſtroying. ' 
They told me, by the Sentence of the Law, 
They had Commiſion to ſeize all thy Fortune: 

Nay more, Priulis cruel Hand hath fige'd it. 
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16 Venice Preſervd; or, 
rding. it oer a Pile of maſly-Plate | 

Tumbled into à Heap for publick Sale: 

There was another making villainous Jeſs. 

At tky undoing; he had ta en Poſſẽon * 

Of all thy antient moſt domeſtick Ornaments, 


Rich Hangings, intermix d and-wrought with Gold: 
The ve d, which on-thy Wedding-Night 
Recerv'd thee to the Arms of Betvidera; 
The Scene of all thy Joys was violated, 
By the coarſe Hands of filthy Dungeon Villains, 
And thrown-amongft the commen Lumber. 
Feff. Now thank Heawto —= 
Pier. Thank Heaven! for what? 5 
That Em not worth a DUurt. 
Pier. Curle thy dull Stats, and the warſa Rate of Vene, 
Where Brothery, Friends, and Fathers, All are falſe, 
Where there's no Truſt, no Pruth; where Innocence. 
Stoops under vile Oppeethon,. and Vice lords it 
Hadft thou but ſeen, as I did; bow at aſt 
Thy beauteous Bekvrdera,: like a Wretch: _ . . 
That's doom'd, to Baniſhment, came weeping forth, 
Shining, thro* Tears, like. AprebSunsi gn Showers, 


That labour to d ercome the Cloui-that loads em; 


Whilſt two young Virgins; on whoſeArms ſhe lean d, 
Kindly look d up, and at her Der Ren. |: 
As if they catch d. the Sorrows that fell from ber: 
Een the lewd Rabble that were gather d round 
To ſee the Sight, ſtood mute when they bebeld ber; 
Govern'd their roaring Fhroats, and grembled Pity: 
I could ha ve hugg'd the greaſ Rogues: They pleas d me. 

Faff. I think thee for; this Stary from my Soul, | 
Since now I know the worſt that cas befal me: 
Ah Pierre! I have a Heart that could have borne 
The rougheſt Weong-29 Fortune could have done me; 
But when I think what Belviders ſecls | 
The Bitterneſs het tender Spirit taſtes o 
I own my ſelf a Coward: Bear-my/ Weakneſs; 
If throwin — Arms about thy Neck, 

Boy, and blubber in thy Boom: 


! I ſhall drown ther with my; Sorrows. , 
Pier. Burn, 01 70 
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Firſt 


"A: Plot Diſcouer d. 17 
Firſt burn, and level Venice to thy Run. 
What! Starve like Beggars Brats in froſty Weather, 
voy a Hedge, and whine our ſelves to Death! 
They or thy Cauſe, ſhall never want Aﬀiſtance, 
Whilſt I have Blood or Fortune fit to ſerve thee; -.. 
ae I 
veiy Fings”- 
run mad; 


Command my Heart 5 thou'rt 
aff. No, there's a ſecret Pride 
Pier. Rats in Holes 6r Corners, Dogs 

Man knows a braver Remedy fot Sorrow | 

Revenge, the Attribute of Godey they fa - 

With their great I atutes. 

Conſider well the Cauſe that calm upon thee; 

And if thou'rt baſe enough, die then ; Remember 

Thy Belvidera ſuffers, Belvidere. 

Die Damn firft—— what! Be decently interrd 


In a Church-Vard, and miagle thy brave Duft 


With ſtinking Rogues that rot in dirty Winding-Sheets, 

* _— Fools, the commorDung i o'th* Soil! 5 

af, 1 4 {3 11 

74. Well ſaid; out with't, fear 2 me 5 

Jaff. W en Sea and Air; by n by Heav'n 
and He 


Iwill revenge my Beliderd's Tears. 7 
Hark thee my Friend Prin. Senators 
Pier. A Dog. 
Jaß. Agreed. 
Pier. Shoot him. 177 
No more: Wbere ſhall we meer at Night > - 
Pier. Ii tell thee ; 
On the Rialto every Night at Twelve. 


I take my Eveniog, Walk of Meditation? | 
There we two'll mere, ny ak of reid 
Miſchief—— 4 
Jaff. Pagel. niels 1 
Pier. At TWwelre. HAR 
Jeff. At any Hour; aur 
Will keep me wakin 
T0” why, good Heaven, 
hou mad'ſi me what I am; wick all the Spirit, 
Airing Thoughts and elegant Deſires, 


B » That 


f L=. Piers | 
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That fill the happieſi Man? Ab rather, why 
Didft thou not orm me ſord id as my Fate, 
Baſe - minded, dull, and fit to carry Burdens? 
Why have I Senſe to know the Curſe that's on me? 
bs this juſt Dealing, Nature? Bejviders? 


Enter es. 
Poor tel * 11 48 
Lead me, , wy irgins, 
To that kind Vale, - My Lord hold uy Feet wy Regs 
Nabe my byes, when, they be 
. — Heart will — its doleſul 
Ar fight of thee, and hound with ſorightful 
! aa when our Loves Were in cheir Sp ring, 
And chear my fainting Soul. 
Where in their Spring! bas then our Fortune chang'd? 
Art thou not Rabas, ſtill the ſame, 
Kind, good, and — as my Arms firſt ound thee ? 
If thou art alter'd, — ſhall I have Harbour? 
Where eaſe my loaded Hearn? Ob! where complain? 

Bel. Do's thiszappear hike Change, ot Love decaying, 

When thus I throw my ſelf into thy Boſum, 

With all the Reſolution of ſtrong Truth? 

Beats got my Heart as *twov'd alarum thine 

Toa new e of Bliſs? I joy more in 
Than did thy Mother when ſhe hugg'd thee 
And blefs'd the Gods for all her Trayel paſt. 

Faff. Can there in Women be-ſach EloriousFaich? 
Sure all ill Stories of thy Sex are falſe: 
Oh Woman! lovely Woman! Natuge wade thee. 

To temper Man: We had been Brutes nb ah : 
Angels are painted fair to look like d 1.5 

There's in you all that we belieye Hern OF " 
Amazing Brightneſs, Purity and Truth, dot; 106 
Eternal Joy, and everlaſting Love. ee. 

Bel. If Love be Treaſure, we'll be — bF, rick; 
I have ſo much my Heart will ſurely break with't ; 
Vows can't expreſs it. When I would declare 7 
How great's my Joy, I'm dumb with the big Thought; 
I ſwell, and figh, and labour with my longing. 

O! lead me to ſome Deſert wide and wil, 


i, 


Barces 
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Barren as our Misfortuges, where. my Soul 
May bave its Vent, where-l Jai cells alo 
To the high Heav-ng, Ke ry.lift 


With what a | 
Where I may throw my.cager. Arms 
Give looſe to Love, with kindling Joy, 
And let aff all the Fire thats in my Heart. 
Jaff. Oh Belvidera? doubly I'm a — + 
Undone by Fortune, and in Debt to thee z 


Want, worldly Want, that hungry meager "Fiend, 
Is at my Heels, and chaſes me in Mew. 
Canſt thou bear Cold and Hunger? can theſe Limbs, 
Fram'd for the tender Offices 
Endure the bitter Gripes of ſmarting Poverty? 
When baniſh'd by our Miſeries abroad, 
( 6 8 ſhall -I. ſeek N68 « 
In ſome fair Climate, where ames een 
For Charitable Suegaut; wile th — 
When in a Bed of Straw we ſhrin 
And the bleak Winds fhall whiſtle ue on 
Wilt thou then talk thus t me 
Huſh my Cares thus, e 1 arg? 
Bel. Ob! Tah lone thee, even in Madneſs love thee ; 
| Tio my difratied Senſes . forſake me, 
Fd find. ſome Interyak, poor Heart 
Should "(wage it. ſelf, Tad eter 20 to thine. 
Tho? the Nie Earth be al our re þ -  ". 
; Its Roots our Fogd, ſome Clift our Habitation, 
I'll make this 1 Pillow for n Head; 
8 As thou 1 01 and (yell'd with Sorraw, 
ou: Creep to 25 1 N 4 Lore 
Into chy Soul, and kils thee. to thy R 
Then Hear thi, God, and watch Thee til the Morning. 
| 2 5 wha env ns! and wonder how you 
na rei ye Monar that diy ite Wo, . 
Buſy Religio F ne'er will le hou ag ts 
Tranquility and Happ e mige 3 
Like gaudy Ships, th D oblequious Bi os cal,” 
And riſe again, to lift you in your Pride; 
_ wait but for a Storm, and then Leon you; 


1, i 
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I, in my private Bark, already wreck'd, | 
Like a poor Merchant driv*n on tnknoywn Land, 
That had by Chance pack'd up his choiceft Treaſure 
In one dear Catket, and fav'd only that; 11 


Thus hug my little, but my precious Store 
Reſolv d to Korn, and truſt my Fate no more. Ex. 


Since I maſt wander farther on the Shore, 8 


© 
— * 
a 


1 


Wit —— 


ACT II. SCENE 1. 
Enter Pierre and Aquilina. | 
Aqui. TD Y allthy Wrong, thou'rt dearer to my Arms, 
Than all the Wealth of Venice: prithee ſtay, 
And let us love to Night. 
Pier. No: There's Fool, 7.0 
There's Fool about thee : When a Woman ſells 
Her Fleſh to Fools, her Beauty's loft to me 
leave a Taint, a Sully, where they've paſt; 
There's ſuch à banefol' Quality about em 
Een ſpoik Complexions with their Nauſeoduſnels 
They infett all they touch; I cannot think -/ 
Of tafting any thing a Fool has palPd.- 

Aqui. Iloathand ſcorn that Fool than mean'ſt as much, 
Or more than thou canſt; hut the Beaſt has Gold 
That makes him neceffary ; Power too, 

To qualify my Cbaractet, and poiſe me 

Equal with pee viſh Virtue, that beholds 

My Liberty with Envy: in their Hearts 

They're looſe as I am; but an ugly Power 

Sits in their Faces, and frights Pleaſures from them 

| Per Much good may't do you; Madam, with your 
: nator. h N 11 ' | ” t 


«i, My Senator! why canſt thon think that Wretc | 


Eer filfd thy Aquilina's Arms with Pkafare ? ' 
Thinkſt thon, becauſe I ſometimes give him Leaye 
To foil himſelf at what he is wofit r; 
Becauſe I force my ſelf t endure and fuffer him, 
Thinkſt thou'l love bim? No, by all the Joys 

Thou ever gav'ſt me, his Prefence is my Penance 1 


e 


ſtay, 


uch, 
1 


Plat Diſcover d. 21 
The worſt thing an old Man can be's a Lover, 
A mere Memento Mori to poor. Waman, = 
| never lay by hisdecrepit Side, 
But all that 1d he [-ponder'd an my Grave. 
Tier. Would he were well lent thither. * 
Aqui. That's my Wiſh too 
For then, my Pierre, I mi t have DIP DPFIECERA 
To play the Hypectite ; Oh | how I could weep + © 
Over the dying Dotard, and 1 too, 
In hopes to ſmother him quite; then, hen the Time 
Was come to pay. my Sorroyss at his Funeral, 57 
(For be has already mage, me Heir to Treaſures 
Wou'd., make me qut- ad a. real, Widaw is Wining: 
How Tould. I frame my Face, to fit my; Mlgurning ! - 
With wringing Hands attend bim to bis Grate, 
Fall ſwooning on his Hearſe; take mad Poſſeſnon 
b'en of the diſmal Vault where he lay buried, 
There, like. tie Epheſan Matron dwell, till. thqu, 
My lovely Soldier, com'ſt to.my. Deliveranse ; > 
Then throwing up my Veil, with-open, An 
Bes, run to nem da⁰¹ν8 e” 
Tier, Nomorg, Lye Friends to meat me here to eb, 
And muſt be 2 * 5 LION. prize my — 
our Coxcom t. him not pry. nor 
Nor or fk your (20 the 5 805 as 1 — him, . 
2 tame mum uirre ＋ A on; 
Curs will be — bite kim, if you do. 
Aqui. ry aun meet) mayn d k be of. your 


Piers, ns nk Queſtion qu 6 of Bed! 


to your $7 ask him what«p 
Among ſt his Brethren: he hide nothing — yon: 5 
o_ pomp not = wn PURSER: — more. 
V r, that WAOCYED m my Name 
Comes here, .# aiv Admittance. 80 Night, 


80 


* 


. = „ 


Aqui. Muff we.ne'er meet again? 90 mare? 
Is Love ſo ſoon and utterly OM (on't- 
Pier. As you henceforwar re dil I'y.think 


Agui. Curſt be all Fools,” and doubly curſt my ſelf, 
The worſt of Fools——1 die if he forſakes me; 
And now to kea him Heav nens * 


Venice Preſerv'#; or 


SCENE, the: Rialto. 


: Enter Jather, T6101 
6 Faff. Tm here and thus the Shades of Night around 
T look as if all Hell were in my Heart, (me, 


And I in Hen. Nay, ſurely tis ſo with me; 
For every Step I tread, methinks ſome Fiend 
Knocks at my Breaſt; and bids it not be quiet. 
Tre heard how deſperate Wretches, like my ſelf, 
Have wander'd out at this dead Time of Night, 
To meet the Foe of Mankind In his Walk: 
Sure I'm ſo curſt, that tho” of Heav'n forſaken, 
No Miniſter of Darkneſs cares to tempt me. 
__ Hell, why fleepꝰſt thou? 
Enter Pierre. 
3 Pier, Sure I've ſtaid too long: 
Rl The Clock has ftruck, and 1 may loſe my Proſelite, 
0 Speak,: who goes there'? | 
i Jaff. A Dog that comes to honl 
1 At yonder Mon. What's be that als the Gefion 
= Pier. A Friend to Dogs, for they are honeft dat pas 
And neer betray their Mafters; never faw 
= Feder any that they love not. Well met, Friend; 
__ er! 


2 


EY Jaff. The fame. O Pierre, "thor'rt come in ſeaſon, 
ek. I was juſt going to pray» 
of Pier,” Ahl that's mechanick ; 
FS. + Prieft make a Trade on't, and yet ſtarve by't too : 
BA. No praying ; it ſpoils mo. 4 Time's e 
SY Where? - 2 ? | 
8 Ire lodg's her 2 * 1 ke firther 


What Fortune will do with me. Prithee, Friend, 
If chou would'ſt have me fit to hear good Goon, 
k not of Belbidra— . 
Pier. in not of keg) 1-2 * | 
Fes. n 
a Pier. Re name ber? May be T wiſh hee well. 
"Piers "Thy Wife, thy lovely Belvidera./ p hope 


I hope 
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I hope a Man may wilh his Fricn'ds Wife wh. 

And no Harm done. £14 £39 v"31 | 
Jaff, Ye. are merry, n 196 2 gi 2k 
Pier. lam ſo: "as 

Thou ſhalt ſmile too, and Belviders mile "oo 


We'll all rejpyce, here's ene f to buy Pius. 


Gives . 5. | 
Marriage is chargeable, * cen 


Jaff. 1 but half wiſht 
To fee the Devil, and he's here already. Well? —_ 
What muſt this buy, g J Murder, Treaſon? 
Tell me which Way I muſt be dama' for. this. a. . // 

1 Nel laſt we parted, we'd no Qual like 

e 


But entertaln'd ea other's Thoughts, ble * * 
Whoſe Souls 88 acquainted, Is ko Men, 1 
Reform'd fince our laſt Meeting? What new e 
Have happen d ? Has Priuli's Heart relented ? ? 
Can he honeſt? - - - 
Jaff. Kind Heav'o, let heavy Curk ow 
Gall his old Age ; Cramps, Aches rac his Homes; 
And biĩttereſt Difyuict wring his Heart, 90 71 
Oh! let him Rye, till Life become his Burdenz 
Let him groan under't long, linger an Age 
In the worft Agonies and Pangs of * 
And find its Eaſe, but late. owed va bi 
Pier. Nay, coul it thou not 
As well, my Friend, have ſtretch'd the G ue to, all | 
The Senate round, as to one ſingle Villain? 
Jaff. But Curſes Rick not: Could Ll with ering 
By Heavn, I know not thirty Heads, in Veni 
Should not be blaſted ; Senators ſhould rot 
Like Dogs on Bungbik: but their Wives and Ne 
Die of their own Diſcaſes. Oh! for a UE, 


23 


: * 


”> 


10 
1 


* 
To kill with 0 beter | — 2 
Pier. Daggers, 9 are ch bet fe "of 
Faff. Ha! 8e mer A S 
Pizr. 2 * NEE een ee * = 
Faff, But where are ED bated of Wl rr 
2 Oh! a Thouſand | 4 


May be disposu of in honeſt Hands f in Venice. 


* 
a Jaf. 


; 
| 
1 
ö 
; 
| 
y 

; 3 
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—_— Jaff. Thou talk ſt in Clouds. | 
Bs; Pier. But yet a Heart half wrong | 
"T3 As thine has been, would find the Neva, Folks 
 _ Faff. A Thouſand Daggers all in honeſt % 
_ And have not I a Friend will ſtick one hete? 
_ Pier. Ves, if I thought thou wert not to be cheriſh'd 
_ T' a nohler Purpoſe, I would be that Friend. 
. =_ But thou haſt better Friends, Friend, whom thy Wrong, 
_—_— Have made thy Friends; Friends worthy to be call'd ſo. 
:-_- I'll cruſt thee with a Secret: There ate Spirits 
= This Hour at Work. But as thou att x Man, 
== Whom I have pickt and choſen from the World, 
a Swear that thou wilt be true” to What 1 utter; 
MS And when I've, told thee that which only Gods, 


And Men like Gods are privy to, then ſwear 
No Chance or Change ſhall wreft ic from thy Boſom, 
*. When thou would ſt bind 'me, is there need of 
Oaths? { Counters) 
( Green-fickneſs Girls loſe Maidenbeads with ſuch 
For thou'rt ſo hear my Heart, that thou may'ft ſee 
Its Bottom, ſound its Strength and Firmnels to thee ; - 
Is Coward, Fovl, or Villain in my Face? | 
If I ſeem-none of theſe, I dare belieye 
Thou would'ſt not uſe me in a little Cauſe, 
For I am fit for Honour's rongheft Task; 
Nor ever yet found Fooling was my Province: : 
And for a villainous inglorious Enterprize, 
I know thy Heart fo well, I dare lay mine 
Before thee, ſet it to what Point thou wilt, 
Pier. Nay, it's a Cauſe chou wilt he fond of, Nauen 
For it is founded on the nobleſt Baſis, ©. 
Our Liberties, our natural Inheritance 
"There's no Religion, no Hyporriſy in t; 
We'll do the Bulinefs, and ne'er faſt and pray for't; 
Openly act a Deed the World ſhall gaze 
With Wonder at, and envy when *tis e 
Jaff. For Liberty! | 
Pier, For Liberty, my Friend ; 
Thou ſhalt be freed from baſs Priul7's Tyranny, 
And thy ſequeſtred Fortunes heal'd again : 
4 ſhall be freed from thoſe opprobrious Wrongs, 


That 


4 Plat Diſcouer d. 25 
That preſs me now, and bend my Spirit downward. / 
All Ventee free, and every grow: Merit 
Succeed to its juſt Right: Fools ſhall be pulrd 
| From Wiſdom's Seat; thoſe baleful unclean Birds, 
| Thoſe lazy Owls, who (perchd near Fortune*s Top) 
Sit only watchful with their heavy Wings 
To cuff down new- fledg'd Virtues, that would riſe 
To nobler Heights, and make the Grove harmonicus. 
Jafe What can 1 do? | | 
Pier. Canſt thou not kill a Senator? 
Jaff. Were there one wiſe or honeſt, I could kill him, 
For herding with that Neſt of Fools and Knaves. 
By all my Wrongs, thou talk'ſt as if Revenge 
Were to be had z and the brave Story warms me. 
Ja 2 — 11 0 
aff. I do, by all itteriog Stars, 
23 And yon —＋ ruling Planet of the Night, 
2aters) By all good Powers above, and ill below, . _ 
\ ſuch By Love and Friendſhip dearer than my Life, - 
"re No Pow'r, or Death ſhall make me falſe to thee. 
thee: Pier. Here we embrace, and I'll unlock my Heart. 
r A Council's held hard by, where the Deſtruttion 
Of this great Empire's hatching : There L' lead thee. 
But be a Man, for thou'rt to mix with Men 
Fit to diſturb the Peace of all the World, 
And rule it when it's wildeſt 
Jeff. I give thee Thanks | 
For this kind Warning: Yes, TY be a Man, 
And charge thee, Pierre, wheneer thou ſeeſt my Fears 
Betray me leſs, to rip this Heart of mine | 
Out of my Breaft, and ſhew it for a Coward's. 
Come, let's be gone, for from this Hour I chaſe 
All little Thoughts, all tender human Follies 
Out of my Boom: Vengeance ſhall have Room : 


. 


Revenge! X 
Pier. And Liberty! n 
Jaff. Revenge | Revenge — [Eren 
The SCENE changes to Aquilina's Houſe, tbe Greek 
9. 6 | Couerte an. | 
* Enter Renault. , 


— Ren. Why was my Choice Ambition, the worſt Grou 
That C 
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= 26 Venice Preſerv'd; or, 
4 _ . A.Wretch can build on ? it's indeed, at Diftance, 
[S252 A good Prolpett, tempting to the View ; *' 
— The Height delights us, and the Mountain-top 


Looks beautiful, becauſe its nigh to Heav'n; 
But we ne'er think how ſandy's the Foundation, 
What Storm will batter, and what Tempeſt ſhake us. 


8 = Who's there? 
5M Sin. Renault, good morrow, for by this time 
LIEN I think the Scale of Night has turn'd the Balance, 
1 And weighs up Morning: Has the Clock truck T welve? 
* © Rex. Yes; Clocks will go as they ate ſet: But Man, 
1 Irregular Man's ne'er conſtant, never certain: 
= I've ſpent at leaſt three precious Hours of Darknefs 
. In waiting dull Attendance; tis the Curſe 


Of diligent Virtue to be mixt, like mine, 
With giddy Tempers, Souls but half reſolv'd. 
Spin. Hell ſeize that Soul amongſt us, it can frighten. 
Ren. What's then the Cauſe that I am here alene ? 
Why are we not together ? 
Enter Eliot. 


O Sir, welcome ! 

You are an Engliſhman: When Treaſon's hatching, 

One might have thought you'd not have been behind- 
In what Whorc's Lap have you been lolling ? hand. 
Give but an Engliſ@man his Whore and Eaſe, 
Beef and a Sea-coal Fire, he's yours for ever. 
Eli. Frenchman, you are ſaucy, -. " 
Ren. How | _ 
Enter Bedamar the Ambaſſador, Theodore, Bramveil, 
Durand, Brabe, Revillido, Mezzana, Ternon, Re- 
troſi, Conſpirators. | 
Bed. At Difference, fie! | 
Is this a Time for Quarrels ? Thieves and Rogues 
Fall out and brawl; Should Men of your high Calling, 
Men ſeparated by the Choice of Providence .- 

From the groſs Heap of Mankind, and ſet here : 
In this Aſſembly as in one great Jewel, - _ .. 
T* adorn the braveſt Purpoſe it e er ſmiPd on; 
Should you, like Boys, wrangle for Tritles ? 

Nen. Boys! een 


te US, 


* 
elve? 
Man, 


nels 


ghten. 


one ? 


Ng, 


xe hind- 


[ hand. 


amveil, 
on, Re- 


Lucs 


Calling, 


ere 


n; 


Bel 


. 
* La” 


Al. Ay? 
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Bed. Renault, thy Hand. 
Ren. I thought I'd goon my Heart 
Long ſince to every Man that mingles here; 
But grieve to find it truſted with ſuch Tem 
That can't forgive my froward Age its Weakneſs. 
Fed. Eliot, thou once hadft Virtue ; I have ſeen 
Thy ſtubborn Temper bend with God-like Goodneſs, / 
Not half thus courted:: *Tis thy.Nation's'Glory, | 
To hug the Foe that offers brave Alliance.” 
Once more embrace, my Friends we'll all embrace 
United thus, we are the mighty Engine 
Muſt twiſt this rooted Empire from its Baſis. 
Totters not it-already ? :; | 
Eli. Would *twere tumbling. | 
Bed. Nay, it ſhall down: This Night we ſeal its Ruin. 
Enter Pierre. 
Oh! Pierre, thou art welcome. 
Come to my Breaft, for by its Hopes thou look'ſt 
Lovelily dreadful, and the Fate of Venice 
Seems on thy Sword already. Oh! my Mars ? 
The Poets that firſt feign'd a God of War, 
Sure propheſy'd of thee, Hit © 
Pier. Friends, Was not Brutus, 
(Il mean that Brutus, who in open Senate 
Stabb'd-the-firſt-Cefſer that uſurp'd the World) 
A zallant Man? 
Ren. Yes, and Catiline wy, 
Tho* Story wrong his Fame: For he conlpir'd 
To prop the reeling Glory of his Country: 
His Cauſe was good. 
Bed. And ours as much above it, 
As, Renault, thou'rt ſuperior to Cethegus, 
Or Pierre to Caſſius. 
Pier. Then to what we aim at 
When do we ſtart? or muſt we talk for ever?ꝰ 
Bed. No, Pierre, the Deed's near Birth: Fate ſeems 
to have ſet | : 
The Buſineſs up, and given it to our Care: 
hope there's not a Heart nor Hand amongſt us, 
But is firm and ready. | 39 


| | & 3:23] 
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We'll die with Bedamer. 

Bed. Oh Men 
Matchleſs! as will your Glory be hereafter : 
The Game is for a matchleſs Prize, if won; 
If loft, diſgraceful Ruin. 

Ren. What can loſe it? 
The publick Stock's a Beggar; one Venetian 
Truſts not another: Look into their Stores 
Of general Safety ; empty Magazines, 

A tatter'd Fleet, a murmuring unpaid Army, 
Bankrupt Nobility, a- haraſs'd Commonalty, 
A fattious, giddy, and divided Senate, 

Is all the Strength of Venice: Let's deftroy it ; 
Let's fill their Magazines with Arms to awe them, 
Man out their Fleet, and make their Trade maintain'it; 
Let looſe the murmuring Army on their Maſter 

To pay themſelves with Plunder; lop their Nobles 
To the baſe Roots, hence moſt of em firſt ſprung ; 
Enſla ve the Rout, whom Smarting will make humble 
Turn out their droning Senate, and poſſeſs 

That Seat of Empire which our Souls were fram'd for. 

Pier. Ten Thouſand Men are armed at your Nod, 
Commanded all by Leaders fit to guide | 
A Battel for the Freedom of the World > 
This wretched State has ftare*d them in its Service. 
And by your Bounty quicken'd, they're refoly'd 
To ſerve your Glory, and revenge their'own; - 
They'veall their different Quarters in this City, 
Watch ſor the Alarm, and grumble tis ſo tardy. 

Bed. I doubt not, Friend, but thy unweary'd Diligence 
Has ftill kept waking; and it hall have Eaſe ; | 
Aſter this Night it is reſolv d we meet . 

No more, till Venice owns us for her Lords. 

Pier, How lovelily the Adriatique Whore, 

Dreſgd' in her Flames, will ſhine! devouring Flame: 
Such as ſhall burn her to the watery. Bottom, 
And hiſs in her Foundation. 

Bed. Now if any 
Amongſt us that owns this glorious Cauſe, 
Have Friends or Intereſt he'd wiſh to ſave; 
Let it be told: The general Doom is ſeald ; 


But 


gence 


mes 


But 
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But I'd forego the Hopes of a World's Empire, | 
Rather than wound the Bowels of my Friend, | 
Pier. | muſt confels, you there have touch'd my Weak» 
I have a Friend, heat it! ſuch a'Frignd : [ neſs 
My Heart was ne'er ſhut to him. Nay, I'll tell you, 
He knows the very Butineſs of this Hour; 
But he rejoices in the Cauſe, and loves it; 
We've chang'd a Vow to live and die together, 
And he's af Hand to ratify it here. 
Ren. How ! all betray'd, | 
Fier. No=—Pve dealt nobly with — "i 
I've brought my All into the publick Stock: 
Id but one Friend, and him I'll ſhare among you; 
Receive and cheriſh him; or if hen ſeen 
And ſearch'd, you find him worthleſs; - as my Tong te 


1 


* 


Has lodg'd this Secret in his faithful Breaſt, 
To eaſe your Fears, I wear a'Dagger here 
Shall rip it out again, and give you Reſt. 
Come forth, thou only Good I e'er could boaſt of. 
Enter Jaffier with a De 
Bed. His Preſence bears the Shew of manly Virtye, 
Jaff. T know you'll wonder all, that thus uncall d, 
I dare approach this Place of fatal Councils 
But Pm amongſt you, and by Heav'n it glads me, 
To [ce ſo many Virtues thus united, | 
To reſtore Juſtice, and dethrone Oppreſſion. 
Cominand this Sword, if you would have it quiet, 
Into this Breaſt ( but if you think it worthy | 
To cut the Throats of Reverend Rogues in Robes, 
Send me into the cursd aſſembled Senate ; 
It ſhrinks not, tho* I meet a Father there. 
Wou'd you behold- this City flaming 2: Here's + | 
A Hand ſhall bear a lighted Torch at Noon 
To th' Arſenal, and ſet its Gates on Fire. 
Ren. You talk this well, Sir. 
Taff. Nay——by Heay's El do this. 
Come, come, I read Diſtruſt in all your Faces; 
You fear me a Villain, and indeed its odd 
To hear a Stranger talk thus at firſt meeting, 
Of Matters that have been ſo well debated; 
But I come ripe with Wrongs, as you with Councils; 
ke e „ 
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I bate this Senate, am a Foe to Venice; 
A Friend to none, but Men reſolv'd like me, 
To puſh on Miſchief, Oh! did you but know me, 
1 need not talk thus | 
Bed. Pierre, I muſt embrace him, 
My Heart beats to this Man as if it knew him. 
Ren. I never lov'd theſe Huggers. 
Jaff. Still I ſee 
The Cauſe delights me not. Your Friends ſurvey me, 
As I were dangerous — But I come arm'd 
Againſt all Doubts, and to your Truft will give 
A Pledge, worth more than all the World can pay for, 
My Belvidera. | Ho! my Belvidera! © 
Bed. What Wonder next ? 
Let me intreat you, 
As I have henceforth Hope to call ye Friends, 
That all but the Ambaſſador, this | 
Grave Guide of Councik, with my Friend that owns me, 
Withdraw a while to ſpare a Woman's Bluſſies. 
[ Ex. all but Bed. Ren. Jaff. Pier. 
Bed. Pierre, whither will this Ceremon lead us? 
Faff. My Belvidera ! Belvidera! 1 
Enter Belvide ra. 
Belv. Who? 


Who calls ſo loud at this late peaceful Hour? 
That Voice was wont to come in gentle Whiſpers, 
And fill my Ears with the ſoft Breath of Love: 
Thou hourly Image of my Thoughts, where art thou? 
Jaff. Indeed "tis late. 1 19 
Belv. Oh! L have ſlept and dreamt, 4 20 4 
And dreamtagain : where haſt thou been, thou Loiterer ? 
Tho' my Eyes closd, my Arms have ſtill been open'd ; 
Stretch'd every way betwixt my broken Slumbers, 
To ſearch if thou wert come to crown my Reſt :; 
There's no Repoſe without thee ; Oh! the Day 
Too ſoon will break, and wake us to our Sorrow: 
Come, come to Bed, and bid thy Cares good - night. 
Jaff. Oh Belvidera! we muſt change the Scene 
In which the paſt Delights of Love were taſted ; 
The Poor ſleep little; we muſt learn to watch 
Our Labours late, and early every M orning; 


ne, 


y me, 


y for, 
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Midſt Winter Froſts, thin clad and fed with Sparing, 
Riſe to our Toils, and e away the Day. , | 
Belv. Alas! where am LI Y whither is't you lead me 
Methinks I read Diſtrattion iu your Face, | 
Something leſs gentle than the Fate yon tell me: 
You ſhake and tremble too your Blood runs cold: 
Heav'ns guard my Love, and blefs his Heart with 
Patience. 4 | 
Jaff. That have Patience, let our Fate bear Wicnefs, 
Who has ordain'd it ſo, that thou and 
(Thou the divineſt Good Man. &er pofſeſs'd; 
And I, the wretched'ſt of the Race of Man) 
This very Hour, without one Tear, muſt part. 
Belv. Part! muſt we part? Oh! am I then forſaken ? 
Will my Love caſt me off? have my Misfortunes 
Offended him ſo highly, that he'll leave me? 
Why drag you from me? whither are you going? 
My Dear my Life! my Love 
Jaff. Oh! Friends 19% Pa 
Belv. Speak to me: | 
Jaffe Take her from my Heart, | 
Shell gain ſuch Hold elſe, I ſhall ne*er get looſe 3 * 
I charge thee take her, but with tender*ſt Care, 
Relieve her Troubles, and aſſwage her Sorrows, 
Ren. Riſe, Madam, and command among your 
- Servants. 
Jaff. To you, Sirs, and your Honours I bequeath her, 
And with her this, when I prove unworthy—— 
3 ¶[ Gives a Daggers 
You know the reſt. Then ftrike it to her Heart; 
And tell her, he who three whole happy Years 
Lay in her Arms, and each Night repeated 
The paſhonate Vows till of increaſing Love, 
Sent that Reward for all her Truth and Suffering. 
Belv. Nay, take my Life, ſince he has ſold it cheaply ; 
Or ſend me to ſome diſtant Clime your Slave; 
But let it be far off, leſt my Complainings 
Should reach his guilty Ears, and ſhake his Peace. 
Jaff. No, Belvidera, I've contriv'd thy Honour: 
Truſt to my Faith, and be but Fortune kind 
To me, as Ul] preſerve that Faith unbroken, 
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When next we meet, I'll lifc thee to a Height 
Shall gather all the gazing. World about thee, 
To wonder what ſtrange Virtue plac'd thee here. 
But if we ne'er meet more 

Belv. Oh! thou unkind one; 5 
Ne er meet more! have I deſerv'd this from you? 
Look on me, tell me, tell me; ſpeak, thou dear Deceiver, 
Why am I ſeparated from thy Love? 

If I am falſe, accuſe me; but if true, 

Don't, prithee don't, in Poverty forſake me; 

But pity the fad Heart, that's torn with parting. 
Vet hear me? yet recal me Ex. Ren. Bed. and Bely, 

Jaff. Oh! my Eyes, araHh 
Look not that Way, but turn your ſelves awhile 
Into my Heart, and be wean'd -altogether. | 
My Friend, where art thou ? 

Pier. Here, my Honour's Brother. 

Jaff. Is Belvidera gone? 

Pier. Renault has led her © e 
Back to her own Apartment; but, by Heaven, 
Thou muſt not ſee her more till out Work over. 

Jaff. No? iT 

Tier. Not for your Life; | 4/51 49 

Faff. Oh! Pierre, wert thou hut ſhe, + 
How I could pull thee down into my Heart, 

Gaze on thee till my Eye- ſtrings crackt with Love 
Till all my Sinews with its Fire extended, 
Fixt me upon the Rack of ardent- Longing: - 
Then ſwelling, ſighing, raging to be bleſt, 
Come like a panting Turtſe to thy Breaſt; 

On thy ſoft Boſom hovering, bill and play, 
Conf<{s the Cauſe why laſt I fled away; 
Own 'twas a Fault, but ſwear to give it oer, 
And never follow-falſe Ambition more, [ Exennt. 


AS 


ACT 


e. 


I, 


dre; 


Exeant. 


CT 


Plot Diſtoverd. 33 


ü enen ESE 
Enter Aquilina aud ber Maid. 


Aqui. FELL him I am gone to Bed; ten him I 


am not at home; tell him I've better Com- 
pany with me, or any thing: Tell him in ſhort I will 
not (ee him, the eternal troubleſome vexatious Fool: 
He's worſe 2 than an ignorant Phyfician ——— 
I'll not be difturb'd at theſe unſea ſonable IS» 

Maid. But Madam! He's here already, juſt enter'd 
the 1 4 | _: 4 
- Aqui. Turn him out again, you unneceſlary, 
giddy-brain'd Als: If he —52— gone, ſet the Houſe 
a- fire, and burn us both: Fd rather meet a Toad in 
my Diſh, than that old hideous Animal in my Chan- 
ber to Night. | | S152 

Enter Antonio. 

Anto. Nacky, Nacky, Nacky—— bow doſt do Nachy? 
Hurry dutry. IL am come, little \Nacky, paſt Eleven a 
Clock, a-late: Hour; Time in all Conſcience to go to 
Bed, Nacky Nacky did I fay ? Ay, Nach, A. 
lina, kn, lina, q:ulina, quilind, quiline, Aqrilina, 
Naquilina, | Naquilina., Aeiy, Ach, Nah, Nacky, 
Queen Nacky —— come, let's to Bed you Fubbs, 
you Pugg you ou little Pufs——Purree Tuzy— 
I am a Senator. 

Aqui. You are a Fool, I am fare. 

Ant. May be. ſo too, Sweet- heart. Never the worſe 
Senator for all that. Come, Nach, Nach, let's have 
a Game at Romp, Nacky. _ "+ $208 

Aqui You would do wellj' Signor, to be trouble- 
ſome here no longer, but'leave: me to my ſelf; be ſobery 
and go home, Sir. 

Ant. Home, Malone? © 
Aqui. Ay, Home, Sir. Who am 1? 

Ant. Madons, as T take it, you are my——— 
are thou art my little-Nieby Nac cs all. 
Aqui. I find you are feſolvd to be troubleſome; and 


ſo to make ſhort of the Matter in few Words, — 
4h ete 
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deteſt you, loath you, I am weary of you, ſick of you. 
hang you, you are an old, filly, impertinent, impotent, 
ſollicitous Coxcomb; crazy in your Head, and lazy in 
your Body, love to be meddling with every thing, add 
if you had not Money, you are good for nothing. 

Aut. Good for nothing! Hurry durry, II try chat 
preſently. Sixty one Years old, and good for nothing 
that's brave. { To the Maid.) Come, come, come, 
Mrs. Fiddle-Faddle, turn you out for a Seaſon; go, turn 
out, I ſay, it is our Will and Pleaſure to be private 
tome Moments—out, out when you are bid too | Puts 
ber out, and Jocks the Door. ] Good for nothing you ſay ? 

Aqui. Why, what are you good for? 

Ant. In the firſt Place, Madam, I am old, and con- 
ſequently very wiſe, very wiſe, Madona, d'ye mark 
that? In the fecond Place, take notice, if you pleaſe, 
that I am a Senator, and when I think fit, can make 
Speeches, Madone. Hurry durry, I can make a Speech 
in the Senate-Houſe now and then —— would make 
your Hair ſtand on End, Madona. * 4 

Aqui. What care I for your Speeches in the Senate- 
Houle ? If you would be but filent here, I ſhould thank 
you. | -I it — 

Ant. Why, I can make Speeches to thee too, my love - 
I Madona; tor Example—— My cruel Fair One, 

[ Takes out @ Purſe of Gold, and at every Pauſe ſhakes it. 
Since it is my Fate, that you ſhould with your Servant 
angry prove; tho? late at Night I hope *tis not too 
late with this to gain Reception for my Love—There's 
for thee, my little Nicky Nacky—take it, here take it— 
72 wht it, or 1!} throw it at your Head———how now 

! 


Age. Truly, my illuſttious Senator, I muſt confe(s 
you. Honour is at preſent moſt profoundly eloquent in- 


Ant. Very well: Come, now let's fit down and think 
upor't a little——come, fic 1 lay——fit down by me a 
little, . my Nicky Nacky, ha [Sit dnn. ] Hurry 
durry——gzoed for nothin 41 . 
res 7 Sir, if oe * * know ns Dünen 
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Plot Diſtouer d. 15 
Ant. Stand! How? Nacky up and 1 down! Nay, 
then let me-exchaim-with the Poet, . 


Sbe m me a Caſe more pitiful who can, 
A ſtanding Woman, and a falling Man. 
Hurry durry not fit down——ſee this, ye Gods. 
You won't fit down? 1 

Aqui. No, dir. , 15 | #4 <2 

Ant. Then look you now, ſuppoſe mea Bull; a Baſan- 
Bull, the Bull of Bulls, or any Bull. Thus up I get, ard 
with my Brows thus bent -I broo, I fay, 1 broa, I brœo, 
I broo. You won't fit down will cu brog—— 

[ Bellows lite 4 Bull, and drives ber about. 

Aqui. Well, Sir, Lmuſt endure this. [ Sbe fits den. 
Now your Honour has been a Bull, pray what Bea 
will your Worſhip pleaſe to be net?: 

Ant. Now Pll be a Senator again, and t 


Lover, 
Nt! Toad, Toad, 
Toad, Toad ! ſpit in my, Face a little, Nach pit in 
my Face, prithee, ſpit in my Face, never ſo little: 
ſpit but a little bhit—ſpic, ſpit, ſpit, ſpit when you are 
bid, Iſay; do, pritbee ſpit—now, now, now. ſpit; what, 
Aqui. A Dog, my Lord | a 
Ant. Ay a Do- Vil give thee this other Purſe 
to let me be a Dog and uſc'me like a Dog a little. 
Hurry durry-—-t will-—terec *tiz-{Grves the Purſe. 
Aqui, Well, with all my Heart. Bur let me beſeech 
your Dvgſhip to play your Tricks over as faſt as you can, 
that you may come to ſtinking the fooner, and be turn'd 
ont of Doors as you deſerve. | 
Ant. Ay, ay——no' matter for that — that ſhan't 
move me [He git under the Table.] Now, bough 
waugh waugh, bough waugh——| Barks lle a Deg. 
Aqui, Hold; hold, hold, Sir, Lbeſeech you; what ist 
you do ? It Curs bite, they muſt be kickt, Sir: Do you 
ſee, kickt thus. ö 7 
Ant. A, u ith all my Heart: do, kick, kick on, now 
I am under the Table, kick again kick farder 


Go 
— 


harder yes, bough waugh waugh, waugh, ne 


is alarn'd with a ſtrange Noiſe, that no body know: 
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d, I'll have a Snap at thy Shins — bough wa 
— waugh, bough——odd,: ſhe kicks ob come 

Aqui. was then PII go another way to work with 
vou: and I think here's an Inſtrument fit for the Pur. 
poſe! _ [_ Fetches @ Whip and a Bel, 
What, bite your Miſtreſs, Sirrah! out, out of Doors you 
Dag, to Kennel and be hang'd dite your Miftre 
by the Legs, you Rogue—— Abe whips hum. 

Ant. Nay, prithee Nacky, now thou art too loving : 

Hurry dutry, odd, Vil be a Dog no longer. 
- Agui« Nay, none of your fawning and grinning: But 
be gone, or here's the Diſcipline : | What, bite your 
Miſtreſs by the Legs, you Mungrel! out of Doors 
hout, hout, to Kennel, Sirrah ! go. 

Ant. T his is very barbarous Ulage, Nacky, very bar- 
barovs; look you, I will not go——41 will not ſtir from 
the Door, that I reſolve——hurry dutry, & hat, ſhut 
me out ? { $be whips him out. 

Aqui. Ay, and if you come here any more to Night, 
Tu have 2 — lug you, you Cur: What, bite 


your poor reſs Nacky, Sirral 4 
Enter Maid. ; 
Maid. Heav'as! Madam, what's the Matter? 
{ He howls at the Door like @ Deg. 


Aqui. Call my Footmen hither: preſently. 
| Enter two Folfmen: Ay 
Maid. They're here already, all Madam, the Houſc 


what to make of. lime. | 
Aqui. Go, all of you, and turn that troubleſome Beaſt 


in the next Room out of my Houſe If 1 ever ſee him 


within theſe Walls again, without my Leave for bis 
Admittance, you ſneaking Rogues——PH have you 


gone all, poiſon'd like Rats; every Corner of the 
0 


uſe: ſhall ſtink of one of you: Go, and learn here- 


| atter to know my Pleaſure. So now for my Pierre. 


Thus when the Gedlibe Lover is displeas d, 
We ſacrifice our Fool, and les appeas'd. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE IL 


Enter Belvidera. 
Belv. I'm facrified! Pm fold! Betray'd to Shame! 


Tnevitable Ruin has inclos'd me! 


No ſooner was I to my Bed repair'd, 
Lo weigh and (weeping) ponder my Condition, 
But the old hoary Wretch, to whoſe falſe Care 
My Peace and Honour was entruſted, came 
Like Tarquin) ghaſtly with infernal Luſt, 
Oh thou Roman Lucrece ? thou could'ſt find Friends to 
vindicate thy Wrong; , 
I never had but one, and he's prov'd falſe ; 
He that ſhould guard my Virtue, has betray'd its 
Left me! Undone me! Oh that I could hate him 
Where ſhall I go? Oh whither, whither wander 
Enter Jather. | 
FJaff. Can Belvidera want a Reſting-place, 
When theſe poor Arms are open to receive her ? 
Oh! *tis in vain to ſtruggle with Deſires 
Strong as my Love to thee; for every Moment 
I'm from thy Sight, the Heart within my Boſom 
Moans like a tender Infant in its C 
Whoſe Nurſe had left it; Come, and with the Songs 
Of gentle Love perſuade it to its Peace. 
Belv. I fear the ſtubborn Wanderer will not own me, 
Tis grown a Rebel to be rul'd no longer, 
Scorns the indulgent Boſom that firſt lult dit; 
And, like a diſobedient Child, diſdains 
The ſoft Authority of Belvidera. 
Jaff. There was a time 
Belv. Yes, yes, there was a time 
When Belvidera's Tears, her Cries, and Sorrows, 
Were not deſpis'd; when if ſhe chanc'd to ſigh, 
Or look bur ſad ;-——there was indeed a time 
When Faffier would have ta'en her in his Arms, 
Eas'd her declining Head upon his Breaſt, 
And never left her till he found the Cauſe. 
But let her now weep Seas, 
Cry till ſhe rend the A MM ſhe burſt 


Her 
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Her Heart aſunder ; ſtill he bears it all, 
Deaf as the Wind, and as the Rocks unſhaken. 
Jaff. Have I deen deaf? am I that Rock unmoy'd, 

Againſt whoſe Root Tears beat, and Sighs are (cnt? 
In vain have I beheld thy Sorrows calmly ! 
Witne& againſt me, Heav'ns, have I done this? 
Then bear me ina Whirlwind back again, 
And let that angry dear one ne'er forgive me. 
Oh thua too raſhly cenſur'ſt of my Love! 
Could'ſt thou but think how I have ſpent this Night, 
Dark and alone, no Pillow to my Head, 
Reſt in my Eyes, nor Quiet in my Heart! 
Thou would'ft not, Belvidera, ſure thou would*ſt not 
Talk to me thus, but like a pitying Angel 
Spreading thy Wings, come ſettle on my Breaſt, 
And hatch warm Comfort there, e'er Sorrows freeze it. 
Belv. Why then,poot Mourner,in what baleful Corner 
Haſt thou been talking with that Witch the Night? 
On what cold Stone haſt thou been ſtretch'd along, 
Gathering the grumbling Winds about thy Head, 
To mix with theirs the Accents of thy Woes ? 
Oh; now I find the Cauſe my Love forſakes me ; 
I am no longer fit to bear a Share 
In his Concernments: My weak female Virtue 
Muſt not be truſted : *Tis too frail and tender. 
Faff. Oh Porcia! Porcia! What a Soul was thine ? 
Belv. That Porcia was a Woman; and when Arutur, 
Big with the Fate of Rome, (Heav'n guard thy Safety) 
Conceal'd from her the Labours of his Mind ; 
She let him ſee her Blood was great as his, 
Flow'd from a Spring as noble, and a Heart 
Fit to partake his Troubles, as his Love. 
Fetch, fetch that Dagger back, the dreadful Dower 
Thou gav'ft laſt Night. in parting with me; ſtrike it 
Here w my Heart, and as the Blood tlows from it, 
Judge if it run not pure as Cato's Daughtet's. 
Zaff. Thou art too good, and I indeed unworthy, 
Unworthy ſo much Virtue; Teach me Low 
I may deſerve ſuch matchleſs Love as tine, 
And ſee with what Attention Ill obey thee. 
Belv. Do not deſpiſe me: That's the All I ask. 
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Jaff. Deſpiſe thee! Hear me 

Belv. Oh! thy charming Tongue 
Is hut too well acquainted with my Weakneſs; _ 
Knows, let it name but Love, my melting Heart 
Diffulves within my Breaft ; till with clos'd Eyes 
I reel into thy Arms, and all's forgotten; 

Jaff. What ſhall I do? 

Belv. Lell me, be juſt, and tell me, 

Why dwells that buſy Cloud upon thy Face ? 

Wu am I made a Stranger? Why that Sigh, 

And I not know the Cauſe? Why when the World 
Is wrapt in Reſt, why chuſes then my Love 

To wander up and down in horrid Darkness, 
Loathing his Bed, and theſe deſiring Arms? 

Why are theſe Eyes blood-ſhot with tedious watching ? 
Why ftarts he now? and looks as if he wiſht 

His Fate were finiſht ? Tell me, eaſe my Fear; 
Leſt when we next time meet, I want the Power 
To ſearch into the Sickneſs of thy Mind, 

But talk as wildly then as thou look'ſt now. 

Jaff. Oh! Belvidera! | 

Belv. Why was 1 laft Night deliver'd to a Villain? 

Jaff. Hah, a Villain! 

Belv. Yes, to a Villain! Why at ſuch an Hour 
Meets that Aſſembly alf made up of Wretches, 
That look as Hell had drawn them into League? 
Why, I in this Hand, and in that a Dagger, 

Was I deliver'd with ſuch dreadful Ceremonies ? 
Jo you, Sirs, and to your Honour I bequeath ber, 
« And with her this: Whene'er I prove unworthy, 
Na know the reſt, then ſtrike it to her Heart? 
Oh! why's that reſt conceal'd from me? mult I 
Be made the Hoſtage of a helliſh Truſt? 

For ſuch I know I am; that's all my Value: 

But by the Love and Loyalty I owe thee, 

Fl] free thee from the Bondage of theſe Slaves; 
Strait to the Senate, tell em all I know, 

All that I think, all that my Fears inform me. 

Jaff. Is this the Roman Virtue! this the Blood 
That boaſts its Purity with Cato's Daughter ! 

Would ſhe have &er betray'd her Brutus ? 
D 2 Belv, 
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40 Venice Preſervd; or, 
Belv. No: 
For Brutus truſted her: Wert thou ſo kind, 
What would not Belvidera ſuffer for thee ? 
Faff. I ſhall undo my ſelf, and tell thee all. 
Belv. Look not upon me as I am a Woman, 
But as a Bone, thy Wife, thy Friend; who long 
Has had Admiſſion to thy Heart, and there 
Study'd the Virtues of thy gallant Nature: 
Thy Conſtancy, thy Courage, and thy Truth, 
Have been my daily Leſſon; I have learn'd 'em, 
And bold as thou, can ſuffer or deſpiſe 
The worſt of Fates for thee; and with thee ſhare 'em. - 
Ja. Oh! you divineſt Powers! look down and hear 
My Prayers! inſtruct me to reward this Virtue! 
Yet think a little, e' er thou tempt me further; 
Think I've a Tale to tell will ſhake thy Nature, 
Melt all this boaſted Conſtancy thou talk'ſt of 
Into vile Tears and deſpicable Sorrows; 
Then if thou ſhould'ſt betray me 
Belv. Shall I ſwear ? 
Jaff. No, do not ſwear: I would not violate 
Thy tender Nature with ſo rude a Bond: 
But as thon hop*ſt to ſee me live my Days, 
And love thee long, lock this within thy Breaſt; 
I've bound myſelf by all the ſtricteſt Sacraments, 
Divine and Human / 
Belv. Speak! 
Faff. To kill thy Father 
Belv. My Father 
Jaff. Nay, the Throats of the whole Senate 
Shall bleed, my Belvidera: He amongſt us, 
That ſpares his Father, Brother, or his Friend, 
Is damn'd. How rich and beauteous will the Face L 
Of Ruin look, when theſe wide Streets run Blood? 
I and the glorious Partners of my Fortune 
Shouting, and ftriding o'er the proſtrate Dead, 
Still to new Waſte ; whilft thou, far off in Safety, 
Smiling, ſhalt ſee the Wonders of our Daring 3 , 
And when Night comes, with Praiſe and Love re- 
ceive me. | | 
Belu. Ob! ' | 


Jaff- 
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Plot Diſcover d. 419 

Jaſf. Have a care, and ſhrink not even in Thoutzht: 4 

For if thou doſt——" + ' | 

Bev. | know it, thou wilt kill me, 

Do, ſtrike thy Sword into this Boſom : Lay me 

Dead on- the Earth, and then thou wilt be ſafe, 

Murder my Father! tho? his cruel Nature 

Has perſecuted me to my — 

Driven me to baſeſt Wants; can bebold him, 

With Smiles of Vengeance, butcher'd in his Age? 

The ſacred Fountain of my Life deftroy'd ? 

And canſt thou ſhed the Blood that gave me Being? 

Nay, be à Traitor too, and ſell thy Country? 

Can thy great Heart deſcend ſo vilely low, Th 

Mix with hird Slaves, Bravoes, and common Stabbers, 

Noſe-ſlitters, Ally-lurking Villains? join. 

With ſuch a Crew, and take a Rufhan's Wages, 

To cut the Throats of Wretches as they ſleep ? 

Jaff. Thou wrong'ſt me, Belvidere! I've engag'd 
With Men of Souls: Fit to reform the Is = 
Of all Mankind: There's not a Heart amongſt them, 
But's ſtoat as Death, yet honeſt as the Nature 
Of Man firſt made, &er Fraud and Vice were Fathions, 

Belv. What's he, to whoſe curſt Hands laſt Night thou 
Was that well done? Oh! I could tell a Story (gay'lt me? 
Would rouze thy Lion-Heart out of irs Den, 

And make it rage with terrifying Fury. 

Jaff. Speak on, I charge thee, 

Belv. Oh! my Love, it cer 
Thy Belvidera's Peace deferv'd thy Care, 

Remove me from this Place: Laft Night, laſt Night 
Jaff. Diſtract me not, but gi ve me all the Truth. 
Belv. No ſooner wert thou gone, and I alone, 

Left in the Power of that old Son of Miſchief 3 

No ſooner was I lain on my fad Bed, ; 

But that vile Wretch approact'd me, looſe, unbutton d, 

Ready for Violation; Then my Heart { 

Throblyd with its Fears: Oh how I wept and figh'd! 

And ſhrunk and trembled! wiſt'd in vain for him 

That ſhould protect me! Thoo, alas! wert gone. 

Jaff, Patience!ſweet Heav'n, tiſll make Vengeance ſures / 
Beſv. He drew the hideous Dagger forth thou gav'R 7 
| | D » n 
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42 Venice Preſovd; or, 
And with upbraiding Smiles he ſaid, Bebold it, 
This is the Pledge of « falſe Husband's Love: 
And in my Arms then preft, and would have claſp'd me; 
But with my Cries I ſcar'd his coward Heart, 
Till he withdrew, and mutter'd Vows to Hell. 
Theſe are thy Friends! with theſe thy Life, thy Honour, 
Thy Love all ftak'd, and all will go to Ruin. 
Jeff. No more: I charge thee keep this Secret cloſe ; 
Clear up thy Sorrows, look as if thy Wrongs 
Were all forgot, and treat him like a Friend, 
As no Complains were made. No more, retire, 
Retire, my Life, and doubt not of my Honour; 
I' heal its Failings, and deſerve thy Love. 
Belv. Oh! ſhould I part with thee, I fear thou wilt 
In Anger leave me, and return no-more. | 
Faff. Return no more! I would-not live without thee 
Another Night to purchaſe the Creation. 
Belv. When ſhall we meet again? 
Feff. Anon at Twelve, 
I'll teal my ſelf to thy expecting Arms, 
Come lik? a travelFd Dove, and bring thee Peace. 1 
Belv. Indeed | 
Jaff. By all our Loves. 
Betv. "Tis hard to part: | 
But ſure no Falſhood ever look'd ſo fairly. 
Farewel, Remember Twelve, [ Exit. 
Fe F. Let Heav'n forget me, 
When I remember not thy Truth, thy Love. 
How curſt is my Condition, toſs'd and juſtled 
95 From every Corner; Fortune's common Fool, 
5 The Jeſt of Rogues, and inſtrumental Aſs 
2 For Villains to lay Loads of Shame upon, 
: And drive about juſt for their Eafe and Seorn.. 
| Enter Pierre. 
5 Pier. rl | 


Jaff. Who calls? 

Pier. A Friend, that could have wiſh'd 
T' have found thee otherwiſe imploy'd ; What, hunt 
A Wife on the dull Soil! ſure a ſtanch Husband 
Of all Hounds is the dulleſt. Wilt thou never, 
Never be wean'd from Caudles and Conſections by 
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Plot | Diſcover'd. 43 
what feminine Tale haſt thou been li to, 
Of unair'd Shirts, Catarths and Tooth-ach, got 
By thin- ſold· Shoes? Damnation! that a Fellow - 
Choſen to be a Sharer in the Deſtruction 
Of a whole People, ſhould Ineak thus in Corners, © 
To eaſe his fulſom Luſts, and fool his Mind. 
Jaff. May not a Man then trifle out an Hour 
With a kind Woman, and not wrong his Calling? 
Pier. Not in a Cauſe like ours. 
Jaff. Then Friend, our Cauſe 
Is in a damn'd Condition: For I'll tell thee; 
That Canker-worm, call'd Zetchery, has touch'd it ** 
'Tis tainted vilely: Would'ſt thou think it, Renault; < 
(That mortify'dold wither'd Winter-Rogue) - 
Loves ſimple Fornication like a Prieſt; 
I found him out for watering at my Wife: - 
He vilited her lat Night like a kind Guardian: 
Faith, ſhe has ſome Temptations, that's the Truth ont. 
Pier. He durſt not wrong his Truſt. 
Jaff. Twas ſomething late tho 
To take the Freedom of a' Lady's nee, 
Pier. Was ſhe in Bed? 
Jaff. Yes, Faith, in Virgin. 
White as her Boſom, Pierre, diſh'd neatly up, 
Might tempt a weaker Appetite to taſte... 
Oh! how the old Fox ſtunk I warrant thee, 
When the rank Fit was on bim. 
Pier. Patience, guide me: 
He us'd no Violence? | 
Faff. No, no, ont on't, Violence K 1 
Play'd with her Neck! bruſſid her with his grey Beard, 
Struggl'd and towz'd, tickPd her till ſhe ſqueak'd a little, 
May be, or o but not a jor of Violence 
Pier. Damn him. 
Jaff. Ay, ſo ſay I: But huſh, no more on'tz- 
All hitherto is well, and I delieve 
My ſelf no Monſter yet: Tho' no Man knows 
What Fate he's born to: Sure* tis near the Hour 
We all ſhould meet for our concluding Orders: 
Will the Ambaſſador be here in Perſon ? 
FR No? te hasſcarCommiliontothatVillinReneut 
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44 Venice: Preſerad; or, 
To give the executing Charge: 
Pd have thee be a Man if poſhble; > 341 
And keep thy Temper for a brave Revenge” 
Ne'er comes too late. 

Faff. Fear not, I am cool as Patience: 
Had he compleated my Diſhonour, rather 
Than hazard the Succeſs our Hopes are ripe for, 
I'd bear it all with mortitying Virtae, - 

Pier. He's yonder, coming this way through the Hall; 
His Thoughts ſeem full. 

Jaff. Prithee retire and leave me | 
With him alone: I'll put him to ſome trial 
See how his rotten Part will bear tho Touehing. 


Pier. Be careful then. | [ Exit. 


Jaff. Nav, never doubt, but truſt me. 
What, be a Devil! take a "damning Oath 
For ſhedding native Blood! Can there be a Sin 
Ir mercitul Repentance ? Oh! this Villain! 
Enter Renault. 

Ren. Perverſe, and peeviſh: What a Slave is Man' 
To let his itching Fleſh thus get the better of him? 
Diſpatch the Tool her Husband that were well. 
Who's there? 

Jaffe A Man. 

Ren. My Friend, my near Ally. 


The Hoftage of your Faith, my beauteous Charge, is 
Jaff. Sir, ate you ſure of that? (very well. 


Stands ſhe in perfect Health? Beats her Pulie ever? 
Neither too hot nor cold? 

Ren. What means that Queſtion ? 

Jaff. Oh! Women have fantaſtick Conftitutions, 
Inconttant as their Wiſhes, always wavering, 
And never fixt; Was it not boldly done 
Even at firſt Sight to truſt the Thing I Jov'd 
(A tempting Lreaſure too) with Youth ſo fierce 
And vigorous as thine ? but thou art honeſt. - 

Ren. Who dares accuſe me? | 

Jafj. Curſt be he that doubts T% 
Thy Virtue; I have try'd it, and deciare, ! "0! 
Were I to chuſe a Guardian of my Honour, 
Id put it ia thy keeping; For 1 know theee: og 
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A Plot Diſcover d. 45 

Ren. Know me ; 

Faff. Ay, know thee : There's no Falſhood in thee. - 
Thou look'ſt juſt as thou art: Let us embrace. 
Now would'ſt thou cut my Throat, or I cut thine ? 

Ren. Lou dare not do't. 

Jaff. You lie, Sir. 

Ren. How | 

Jaff. No more. 3 
'Tis a bale World, and muſt reform; that's all. 
Enter Spinoſa, Theodore, Eliot, Revellido, Durand, 

Bramveil, and the reſt of the Conſpirators. - 

Ren. Spinoſa, Theodore ! 

Spin. The lame. 

Ren. You are welcome. 

Spin. You are trembling, Sir. Q: 
Ren. 'Tis a cold Night indeed, I am aged, 
Full of Decay, and natural Infirmities : Pier. re- enters. 
We ſhall be warm, my Friend, I hope, to-morrow. _ 

Pier. T was not well done; thou ſhould*ſt have ſtroak d 
And not have gall'd him. - [ him, 

Faff. Damn him, let him chew or't. 

Heav'n! where am I? beſet with curſed Friends, 
That wait to damn-me! What a Devil's Man, 
When he forgets his Nature——huſb my Heart. 

Ren. My Friends, tis late: Are we aſſembled all? 
Where's Theodore ? - . 

Theo. At hand. 

Ren. 4 N 

Spin, Here. 

Ren. Bramveil. | 

Bram. I am ready. : 

Ren. Durand and Brabe. 

Dur. Command us ; 

We are both prepar'd. 

Ren. Me Nau, Revillido, 

Ternon, Retrat; Oh! you're Men I find, | 
Fit to behold- your Fate, and meet her Summons 3 
To-morrow's Riſing Sun muſt ſee you all 

Deck'd/in your Honours; are the Soldiers ready? 

All. All, all. £44442 544 | 
Ren. You Durand, with your Thouſand muſt * 
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46 Venice Pre/ert'd ; © or 


St. Marks ; You, Captain, know your Charge ale dy; 

Tis to ſecure the Ducal Palace: You, 

Brave, with a Hunired more muſt gain the S-cque ; 

Wich the like Number, Nraneil, to the Procurale. 

Be all this done with the leatt Tumult poldle, 

I ill in each Place you poſt ſufficient Guards: 

Then ſheath your Swords in every Breaſt you meet. 
Jaff. Oh! reverend Cruelty ! damn'd bloody Villain! 
Ren. During this Execution, Durand, you 

Mult in the midſt keep your Battalia faſt; 

And, Theodore, be ſure to plant the Cannon 

That may command the Streets; whilſt Revillido, ” 

Me ana, Ternon and Retreſi guard vou. 

This done, we'll give the general Alarm, 

Apply Petards, and force the Ars'nal Gates; 

Then fire the City round in ſeveral Places, 

Or with our Cannon (if it dare reſiſt) 

Batter to Ruin. But above all, I charge you 

Shed Blood enough, ſpare neither Sex nor Age, 

Name nor Condition ; if there live a Senator 

After to-morrow, tho the dulleſt Rogue | 

That e er ſaid nothing, we have loſt our Ends: 

If poſſible, let's kill the very Name 

Of Senator, and bury it in Blood. 

Faff. Mercileſs, borrid Slave '—Ay, Blood enough 

Shed Blood enough, old Renault ! how thou charn'ſt me 
Ren. But one thing more, and then fare wel, till Fate 

Join us again, or feparate us ever: 

Firft, let's embrace. Heav'n know's who next ſhall thus 

Wing ye together: But let's all remember 

We wear no common Cauſe upon our Swords: 

Let each Man think that on his ſingle Virtue 

Depends the Good and Fame of all the reſt; 

Eternal Honour, or perpetual Infamy. 

Let us remember through what dreadful Hazards 

Propitious Fortune hitherto hath led us: 

How often on the Brink of ſome Diſcovery | 
Have we ſtood tottering, yet ſtill kept our Ground | 
So well, that the buſieſt Searchers ne er could follow f 
Thoſe ſubtle Tracks which puzled all Suſpicion ? + _ 

You droop, Sir. TE gc woV. ah 
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"BY Jaff. No: with moſt profound Attention s 
Yi I've heard it all, and wonder at thy Virtue. 2 
Ren. Tho' there be yet few Hours *twixt them and 
Are not the Senate lulbd in full Security, [ Ruin, 
Quiet and ſatisfy'd, as Fools are always: 3 
Never did ſo profound Repole fore-run 
Calamity fo great: Nay, our good Fortune 
Has blinded the moſt piercing of Mankind, 
Strengthen'd the fear fulleſt, charm'd the moſt lnſpeftiul, 
Confounded the moſt ſubtle; For we live, 
We live, my Friends, and quickly ſhall our Life 
Prove. fatal to theſe Tyrants: Let's conſider, 
That we deſtroy Oppreſſion, Avarice, 
A People nurs'd up equally with Vices 
And loathſome Lufts which Nature moſt abhors, 
And ſuch as without Shame the cannot ſuffer, 
Jaff. Oh! Belvidera, take me to thy Arms, 
And ſhew me where's my Peace, for I have loſt it. Exif. 
Ren. Without the leaſt Remorſe then let's reſolve 
With Fire and Sword t'exterminate theſe Tyrants; 
And when we ſhall behold: theſe curſt Tribunals 
Stain'd by the Tears and Sufferings of the Innocent, 
Burning with Flames rather from Heav'n than ours, 
The raging, furious, and unpitying Soldier 
h Pulling his reeking Dagger rom the Boſoms 
me! Of g gaſping. Wretches ; Death in cvery Quarter, 
Fate I With all that ad Diſorder can produce, 
To make a SpeQacle of Hor rour ; then, 
thus Then let us call to mind, my dea reft Friends,” 
That there-is nothing pure upon the Earth; 
That the moſt valu'd Things have moſt Allays 95 
And that in Change of all | thoſe vile Enormities, 
Under whoſe Weight this wretched Country labours, 
The Means are only in our Hands to crown tliem. 
8 Pier. And may thoſe Powers above that are propt᷑tious 
To gallant Minds, xecord this Canſe,” and ble it. 
Ren. Fhus happy, thus ſecure of all we wiſh-for, 
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ad © Should there, my Friends, be found among ſt us one 

„ I Falſe to this glorious Enterptize, What Fate, 
What Vengeance were enough for ſuch a Villain ? 

1 Eli. Death here without Reperitance, Hell heres fer. 


Ren. 
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48 Venice Preſerv/d ; or, 
Ren. Let that be my Lot, if as here I ſtand, 
Lifted by Fate amongſt her darling Sons, 
Tho? I had one only Brother, dear by all 
The ſtricteſt Ties of Nature; tho' one Hour 
Had given us Birth, one Fortune fed our Wants, 
One only Love, and that hut of each other, 
Still filPd our Minds: Could I have ſuch a Friend 
A. in this Cauſe, and had but Ground to ſear 
e meant ſoul Play; may this right Hand drop from me, 
If I'd not hazard all my future Peace, 
And ftab him to the Heart before you. Who? 
Who would do lefs ? would'ſt not thou Pierre the ſame? 
Pier. Vou' ve ſingled me, Sir, out for this hard Queſtion, 
As if twere ftarted only for my ſake: 
Am I the thing you fear? Here, here's my Boſom, 
Search it with all your Swords: Am I a Traitor? 
Ren. No: But I fear your late commended Friend 
Is little leſs; Come, Sirs, tis now no Time 
To trifle with our Safety. Where's this Faffizy ? 
Spin. He left the Room juſt now in ſtrange Diſorder. 
Ren. Nay, there is Danger in him: I vbſerv'd him, 
During the Time I took for Explanation, 
He was tranſported from moſt deep Attention 
To a Confuſion which be could not ſmotber. 
His Looks grew full of Sadnefs and Surprize, 
All which betray'd a wavering Spirit in him, 
That labour'd with Reluctancy and Sorrow. 
What's requiſite for Safety muſt be done 
With ſpeedy Execution, he remains 
Yet in our Power ; I for my own Part wear 
A Dagger —— 
Prer. Well. 
Ren. And I could wiſh it 
Pier, Where ? 
Rep, Bury'd in his Heart. | 
Pier. Away; we're yet all Friends; 
No more of this, te ill breed ill Blood amongſt us. 
gr Let usall draw our Swords, and ſearch the Houſe, 
Pull him from the dark Hole where he fits brooding 
O er his cold Fears, and each Man kill bis Share of him. 
Pier, Who talks of killing? who's he'll ſhed the —_— 
t's 
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A Plot Diſtoverd. 49 
That's dear to me? Ist you? or you? or you, Sir? 
What, not one ſpeak? how you ſtand gaping all 
On your grave Oracle, your wooden there ! 
Yet not a Word? Then, Sir, Ill tell y* a Secret; 
Suſpicion's but at beſt a Coward's Virtue, [1b Ren. 
Ren. A Coward!—— [ Handles his Sword. 
Pier. Put up thy Sword, old Man, 7 | 
Thy Hand ſhakes at it; come, let's heal this Breach; 
I am too hot; We yet may all live Friends. 
Spin. Till we are ſafe,, our Friendſhip cannot be fo. - 
Pier, 2 — Who's that? 
Sin. Was I, 
The, And I. 
Rev. And 1. 
Eli. And all. 
Ren. Who are on my Side? 
d Spin. Every honeft Sword. 
Let's die like Men, and not be fold like Slaves. | 
Pier. One ſuch Word more, by Heav'n I'll to the Senate, 
ler And hang ye all like Dogs, in Cluſters. 8 
im | Why peep your Coward Swords half out their Shells ? 
y do you not all brandiſh them like mine? 
You fear to die, and yet dare talk of killing. 
Ren. Go to the Senate and betray us! hafte, 
Secure thy wretched Life; we fear to die 
Leſs than thou dar'ſt be honeſt. 
Pier. That's rank Falſhood; ; 
Fear*ſt not thou Death? Fie, there's a knaviſh Itch 
In that (alt Blood, an utter Foe to Smarting. | 
Had Faffier's Wife prov'd kind, he'd ſtill been true. 
Faugh-—how that Rinks ? . - | 
Thou die! thou kill my Friend, or thou, or thou, 
With that lean, wither'd, wretched Face! 
Away; diſperſe all to your ſeveral Charges, 
And meet to morrow where your Honour calls you: 
I'll bring that Man, whoſe Blood you ſo much thirſt for, 
And you ſhall ſee him venture for you fairly * _ __ 
fo Hence, hence, I ſay. [Ex. Renault angrily? 
1 in. I fear we have been to blame, * 
Am. And done too much. | 
The, *T was too far urg'd * the Man you lov'd. 
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Rev. Here, take our Swords, and cruſh them with 
Spin. Forgive us, gallant Friend. (your Feet, 
Fier. Nay, now you've found 
The way to melt, and caſt me as you will: | 
I'll fetch this Friend, and give him to your Mercy: 
Nay, he ſhall die, if you will take him from me. 
For your Repoſe, FI] quit my Heart's beft Jewel; 
But would nog have him torn away by Villains, 
And ſpite ful Villainy. 
Spin. No, may you both 
For ever live, and fill the World with Fame. (cord ? 
Pier. Now vere too kind. Whence roſe all this Dil- 
Oh! what a dangerous Precipice have we ſcap'd! 
How near a Fall was all we'd long been building ! 


What an eternal Blot had Rain'd our Glories, 


r one, the braveſt and the beſt of Men 

Had falPn a Sacrifice to raſh Suſpicion, 

Butcher'd by thoſe , whoſe Cauſe he came to cheriſh ! 
Oh ! could you know him all as I have known him, 
How good he is, how juſt,. how true, how brave, 
You would not leave this Place till you had ſeen him; 
Humbled your ſelves before him, kiſs'd his Feet, 
And gain'4 Remiſſion for the worſt of Follies. 


Come but to-morrow, all your Doubts ſhall end. 

And to your Loves me better recommend, 

That I've preſerv'd your Fame, and ſav d my Friend. 
[ Exeunt. 


ä PECCIEE 


ci. 


ACT W. SCENE L 


Enter Jaffier and Belvidera. 


af. Here doſt thou lead me? Every Step I more, 
1 V Methinks I tread upon — ngled Limb 
Of a racꝭd Friend: O my dear charming Ruin! 
Where are we wandring ! 

Belv. To eternal Honour; 
You do a Deed ſhall chronicle thy Name, 
Among the glorious Legends of thoſe Few, hh 
| That 


> N 
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er, That have fav'd finking Nations: Thy Renown 
| Shall be the future Song of all the Virgins, 
Who by thy Piety have been preſerv'd 
From horrid Violation: Every Street 
Shall be adorn'd with Statues to thy Honour, 
And at thy Feet this great Inſcription written, | 
Re member him that propt the Fall of Venice. 1 
Jaff. Rather, remember him, who after all 
The ſacred Bonds of Oaths and holier Friendfhip, 
rd > In fond Compaſſion to a Woman's Tears 
Dil. Forgot his Manhood, Virtue, Truth, and Honour, 
To ſacrifice the Boſom that reliev'd him. 
Why wilt thou damn me ? 
Belv. Oh! inconſtant Man! | 
How will you promiſe! how will you deceive ! 
Do, return back, re- place me in my Bondage, 
' Tell all thy Friends how dangerouſly thou lov'ſt me, 
And let thy Dagger do its bloody Othce. 
Oh! that kind Dagger, Jaſſier, how *twill look, 
n; Struck thro* my Heart, drench'd in my Blood to th Hilt 
Whilſt theſe poor dying Eyes ſhall with their Tears 
No more torment thee, then thou wilt be free: 
Or if thou think'ſt it nobler, let me live, 
Till Pm a Victim to the hateful Luft 
8 


Of that infernal Devil, that old Fiend, 
That's damn'd himſelf, and would undo Mankind. 
unt. Laſt Night, my Love! 
Jaff. Name, name it not again: 
_— It ſhews a beaſtly Image to my Fancy, 
Will wake me into Madneſs. Oh! the Villain! 
That durſt approach ſuch Purity as thine, | 
On Terms ſo vile: Deſtruction, ſwift Deſtruction 
Fall on my coward Head, and make my Name 
nove, The common Scorn of Fools, if I forgive him; 
Limb It | forgive him? if I not revenge | 
With utmoſt Rage, and moſt unſtaying Fury, 
Thy Suffering, thou dear Darling of my Lite. 
elv. Delay no longer then, but to the Senate, 
And tell the diſmaPFfſt Story ever'utter'd; 
Tell em what Bloodſhed, Rapines, Deſdlations, 
That Haye been prepar'd; how _ the fatal Hour; 9 
2 ve 
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Save thy poor Country, ſave the reverend Blood 
Ot all its Nobles, which to-morrow's Dawn 
Muſt elſe ſee ſhed : Save the poor tender Lives 
Of all thoſe little Infants, which the Swords 
Of Murderers are whetting for this Moment : 
Think thou already hear*ſt their dying, Screams, 
Think that thou ſee*ſt their fad di rated Mothers 
Kneeling before thy Feet, and begging Pity, 
With torn diſhevePd Hair, and ſtreaming Eyes 
There naked mangled Breafts beſmear d with Blood : 
And even the Milk with which their fondled Babes 
Softly they huſh'd, dropping in Anguiſh from 'em: 
1 705 _ ſeeſt this, and Gen conſult thy Heart. 

? 

Belv. Think too, if you loſe this preſent Minute, 
What Miſeries the next Day brings upon thee. 5 
Imagine all the Horrours of that Night, 1 
Murder and Rapine, Waſte and Deſolation, 
Confus'dly raging: Think what then may prove 
My Lot; the Raviſher may then come ſafe, 
And *midft the Terrour of the publick Ruin 
Do a damn'd Deed ; perhaps may lay a Train 
To catch thy Life: then where will be Revenge, 
The dear Revenge that's due to ſuch a Wrong? 

Faff. By all Heav'ns Powers, prophetick Truth 

dwells in thee, 

For every Word thou ſpeak'ſt ſtrikes thro* my Heart, 
Like a new Light, and ſhews it how't has wander'd. 
Juſt what th haſt made me, take me, Belvidera, 
And lead me to the Place where I'm to lay 
This bitter Leſſon; where I muſt betray 
My Truth, my Virtue, Conſtancy, and Friends: 
Muſt I betray-my Friend? Ah! take me quickly, 5 
Secure me well before that Thought's renew'd; 
If I relapſe once more, all's loſt for ever. T. 

Belv. Haft thou a Friend more dear than Belvidera? 

Faff. No; thou art my Soul itſelf, Wealth, Friendſhip, F 
All — Og and Earneft of all future, (Honour; 7 
Are ſumm d in thee ; methinks when in thy Arms, 

Thus leaning on thy Breaſt, one Minute's more A 
Than a long thouſand Years of yulgar Hours. 0 
Why | 
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Why was ſuch Happineſs not given me pure ? 
Why daſh'd with cruel Wrongs, and bitter. Warnings ? 
Come, lead me forward now like a tame Lamb 
To Sacrifice. Thus in his fatal Garlands 
Deck'd fine, and pleas'd, the Wanton skips and plays, 
Trots by th* enticin ring Priefteſs* Side, 
And much — with Zr little late | 
Forgets his dear Companions of the Plan; 
Till "by ber bound, he's on the Altar lain,” | 
Tot then too hardly bleats, ſuch Pleaſure's in the Pain. 


Enter Officer and Six Guard. 


Offi. Stand, who, goes there? 
Belv. Friends. » 
Jaff. Friends, Belvidera ? hide me from my Friends: 
By Heav'n, I'd rather ſee the Face of Hell, 
Than meet the Man I love. | 
Of. But what Friends are you? - 
Belv. Friends to the Senate and the State of Yenice.. 
Ofi. My Orders are to ſeize on all I find; 
At this late Hour, and bring 'em to the Council, 
Who now are fitting. 
Faff. Sir, you ſhall be obey'd. 
Hold, Brutes ſtand off, none of your Paws upon me: 
Now the Lot's caſt, and Fate do what thou wilt. 
[ Exeunt guarded. 


Where appear fitting, the Dule of Venice, Priuli, 
Antonio, and Eight ofber Senators. 
Duke. Antony, Priuli, Senators of Venice, 
Speak, why are we aſſembled here this Night? 
What have you to inform us of, concerns 
The State of Venice Honour, or its Safety? | 
Pri. Could Words exprets the Story I've to tell you, 
Fathers, theſe Tears were uſeleſs, theſe ſad Tears 
That fall from my old Eyes; but there is Cauſe. 
We all ſhould weep, tear off theſe Purple Rohes, 
And wrap our ſelves in Sackcloth, fitting; down 
On the ſad Earth, and cry aloud to Heav'n; 
E 3 Heav'n 
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Heav'n knows if yet there be an Hour to come, 
Eer Venice be no more. 

All Sen. How ! 

Pri. Nay, we ſtand 
Upon the very Brink of gaping Ruin. 

Within this City's form'd a dark Conſpiracy, . 

To maſſacre us all, our Wives and Children, 

Kindred and Friends, our Palaces and Temples 

To lay in Aſhes: nay, the Hour too fixt ; 

The Swords, for ought I know, drawn een this Moment, 

And the wild Wafte begun. From unknown Hands 

I had this Warning: but if we are Men, 

Let's not be tamely butcher'd, but do ſomething 

That may inform the World in Afﬀter-Ages, 

OurVirtue was not ruin d, tho we were. ¶ A Noiſe without. 

Room, room, make room for ſome Priſoners 
Sen. Let's raile the City. . 

Enter Officer and Guard. 

Pri. Speak there, what Difturbance? 

Of. TO Priſoners have the Guard ſei'd in the Streets, 
Who ſay, they come to infotm this Reverend Senate 
About the preſent Danger. 

| Enter Jafher and Belvidera guarded. 

Al. Give em Entrance——Well, who are you? 

Jaff.' A Villain. 

Ant. Short and pithy ; 

The Man ſpeaks well. 

Jaff. Would every Man that hears me, 
Would deal ſo honeftly, and own his Title. 

Duke. 'Tis rumour'd, that a Plot has been contriv'd 
Againſt this State; that you have a Share in't too. 
If you are a Villain, to redeem your Honour, 
Unfold the Truth, and be reftor'd with N 

| Faff. Think not that I to ave my Life come hither 3 

I know its Value bettet; but in Pity 

Io all thoſe Wretches, whoſe unhappy Dooms 
Are fix'd and ſeabd. You fee me here before you, 
The ſworn and covenanted Foe of Venice : 
But uſe me as my Dealings may deſerve, 

And I may prove a Friend. | 

1 Duke. The Slave capitulates ; 

Give him the Tortures, 


nt, - 
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Jaff. That you dare not do, 
Your Fears won't let you, nor the Tonging Iteh 


To hear a Story which you dread the Truth of; 


Truth, which the Fear of Smart ſhall ne er get from me. 
Cowards are ſcar'd with Threatnings ; Boys are whipt 
Into Conſeſſions: but'a ſteady Mind _ f 
Acts of it ſelf, ne'er asks the Body Counſel. 
Give him the Tortures! Name but ſuch a thing 
Again, by Heav'n Pll ſhut theſe Lips for ever. 
Not all your Racks, your Engines, or your Wheels, 
Shall force a Groan away——that you may gueſs at. 

Ant. A bloody-minded Fellow I'll warrant 
A damn'd bloody-minded Fellow, ” 

Duke. Name your Conditions. 
Faff. For my ſelf full Pardon, * 
Beſides the Lives of Two and Twenty Friends. 

þ Delivers a Lift 

Whoſe Names are here enroll'd: Nay; let their Crimes 
Be neer ſo monſtrous, I muſt have the Oaths | 
And ſacred Promiſe of this reverend Council, 
That in a full Aﬀembly of the Senate 
The thing I ask be ratify'd. "Swear this, 
And I'll unfold the Secrets of your Danger. 

All. We'll ſwear. - 

Duke. Propoſe the Oath, - 

Jaff. By all the Hopes 
Ye have of Peace and Happineſs hereafter,” 
Swear. - | 

All. We all ſwear. © | 

Jaff. To grant me what I have ask d, 
Ye ſwear? ... 

All. We ſwear. 2 

Jaff. And as ye keep the Oath, 
May you and your Poſterity be bleſt, 
Oy curgd for ever. 

Al. Elf be curs'd for ever. | 

fff Then here's the Lift, and with't the fall Diſcloſe 
Of all that threatens ou. [ Delivers another Paper. 
Now Fate thou haft caught me. n 
Ant. Why, what a dreadful Catalogue of Cut-throats 
is here! I'll warrant you not one of theſe FFT | 
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has a Face like a Lion. I dare not ſo much as read 
their Names over. 

Duke. Give Order that all diligent Search be made 
To ſeize theſe Men; their Characters are publick. 
The Paper intimates. their Rendezyous 
To be at the Houſe of a ſam'd Gretien Courtezan, 
CalPd Aguilina; fee that Place ſecur'd. 

Ant. What? my Nicky Nacky, Hurry durry ! Nicky 
Nacky in the Plot — I' make a Speech. Moſt noble 
Senators, 

What headlong Apprehenſions drive you on, 
Right noble,. wiſe, and truly ſolid Senators, 
To violate the Laws and Right of Nations ? 
The Lady is a Lady of Renown ; | 
"Tis true, ſhe holds a Houſe of fair Reception, 
And tho” I ſay't my ſelf, as many more 

Can ſay as well as I, 

2 Sen. My Lord, long Speeches 

Are frivolous here, when Dangers are ſd near us: 
We all well know your Intereft ia that Lady; 
The World talks loud or't. | 

Ant. Verily I have done; 

I ſay no more. 

Duke. But fince he has declar'd 
Himſelf concern'd, pray, Captain, take great Caution 
To treat the fair One as becomes her Character, 

And let her Bed-Chamber be ſearch'd with Decency. 
You, Faffier, muſt with Patience bear till Morning 
To be our Priſoner. | 

Faff. Would the Chains of Death | 
Had bound me faſt e er I had known this Minute. 
I've done a Deed will make my Story bereafter. 
—_— in Competition with all ill ones: 
The Story of my Wickednels ſhall run 
Down thro' the low Traditions of the Er a 
And Boys be taught to tell the Tale of Jaſier. 

Duke. Captain, withdraw your Priſoner. 

Faff. Sir, if polhible, _ | me; 
Lead me where my own Thoughts themſelves may loſe 
Where I may doze out what Pve left of Life, 


Forget my Lell, and this Day's Guiit and Falſſiood. 
Cruel 
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Cruel Remembrance, how ſhall I appeaſe thee ! 
[ Ex. guardeds Noiſe without. 
More Traitors; room, room, make room there. 
Duke. How's this, Guards? 
Where are our Guards? ſhut up the Gates; the Treaſon's 
Already at eur Doors. 
Enter Officer. 
OF. My Lords, more Traitors, 
Seiz d in the very Att of Conſultation; 1 
Furniſh'd with Arms and Inſtruments of Miſchief.- 
Bring in the Priſoners. 
Enter Pierre, Renault, Theodore, Eliot, Revellido, 
and oth:r Conſpirators in Fetters, guarded 
Pier. You, my Lords and Fathers 
(As you are pleas'd to call your ſelves) of Venice; 
If you fit here to guide the Courſe of Juſtice, 
Why thele diſgraceful Chains upon the Limbs 
That have ſo often labour'd in your Service? 
Are theſe the Wreaths of Triumph ye beſtow 
On thoſe that bring you Conqueſts home, and Honours? 
Duke. Go on, you ſhall be heard, Sir, 
Ant. And be hang'd too, I hope. 
Pier, Are theſe the Trophies L've deſerv d for fighting 
Your Battels with confederatèd Powers? | 
When Winds and Seas conſpir'd to overthrow you, 
And brought the Fleets of Spain to your own Harbours; 
When you, great Duke, ſhrunk trembling in your Palace, 
And faw your Wite, -th' Adriatick, plough'd, 
Like a lewd -Whore, by bolder Prows than yours; 
Steptmot 1 forth, and taught your looſe Venetian 
The Task of Honour, and the Way to Greatneſs? 
Raigd you from your capitulating Fears, 
To fripulate the Terms of ſu'd-for:Peace ?- 
And this my Recompence ! If I'm a Traitor, 
Produce my Charge; or ſhew the Wretch that's baſe 
And brave enough to tell me 'm a Traitor. [enough, 
Duke. Know you one Jaffer ? 
All the Conſpirators murmur «- 
Pier. Yes, and know his Virtue, R 
His Juſtice, Truth, bis general Worth, and Sufferings 
From a hard Father, taught me firſt to love * 
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But'uſe me as thou wilt, thou canſt not wrong me, 


-<f 


Enter Jather guarded. 
Dake. See him brought forth. 
Pier. My Friend too bound! nay then 
Our Fate has conquer'd us, and we muſt fall. 
Why droops the Man whoſe Weltare's ſo much mine, 
They're but one thing? Theſe reverend Tyrants, Jaſſier, 
Call us all Traitors : Art thou one, my Brother ? 
Faf. To thee I am the falſeſt, verieſt Slave 
That cer betray'd a generous, truſting Friend, 
And gave up Honour to be fare of Ruin; 
All onr fair Hopes which Morning was to have crown'd, 
Has this curſt Tongue o'erthrown. 
Pier. So, then all's over: 
Venice has loſt her Freedom, I my Life ; 
No more; farewel. 
Duke. Say; will you make Confeſſion 
Of your vile Deeds, and truft the Senate's Mercy ? 
Pier. Curſt be your Senate; curſt your Conſtitution ; 
The Curſe of growing Factions and Divition 
Still vex your Councils, ſhake your publick Safety, 
And make the Robes of Government you wear, 
Hateful to you, as theſe baſe Chains to me. 
Duke. Pardon, or Death ? 
Pier. Death! honourable. Death 
Ren. Death's the beſt thing we ask, or you can give. 
All Confp. No ſhameful Bonds, but honourable Death. 
Dake. Break up the Council; Captain, guard your 
Priſoners, 
Jaſſier, ye're free, but theſe muſt wait for Judgment. 
[ Ex. all the Senators. 
Pier. Come, where's my Dungeon ? lead me to my 


It will not be the firſt time I have lodg'd hard (Straw: 


To do your Senate Service. 
Jaff. Hold one Moment. 
Pier. Who's be diſputes the Judgment of the Senate? 
Preſumptuous Rebel on [Strikes Jaff. 
Jaff. By Heav'n, you ftir not. 
I muft be heard, I muſt have Leave to ſpeak: 
Thou haſt diſgrac'd me, Pierre, by a vile Blow: 
Had not a Dagger done thee nobler Juſtice ? 
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For I am fallen beneath the baſeſt Injuries ; - * 
Yet look upon me with an Eye of Mercy, 
With Pity and with Charity behold me; 
Shut not thy Heart againſt a Friend's 5 Repentance z ; 
But as there dwells a godlike Nature in thee; 
Liſten with Mildneſs to my Supplications, 
Pier. What whining Monk art thou? what holy Cheat 
That would'ſt encroach upon my credulous Ears, 
And cant'ſt thus vilely 2 Hence: I know thee not; 
Diſſemble and be naſty ; Leave, Hypocrite. 
Faff. Not know me, Pierre! 
No, know thee not; what art thou ? 
Jeff. Jari , thy Friend, thy once lov'd, valu'd Friend; 
Tho” now deſerv A, corn's; and us'd moſt hardly. 
Pier. Thou Jaffter ! thou my once lov'd, valu'd Friend 
By Heav'ns $4 ly'ſt; the Man 6 call'd, my Friend, 
Was generous, honeft, faithful, juſt and valiant, 
Noble in Mind, and in his Perſon lovely, 
Dear to my Eyes, and tender to my Heart : 
But thou a wretched, baſe, falſe, worthleſs Coward, | 
Poor, even in Soul, and loathſome in thy Aſpett : 
All Eyes muft ſhun thee, and all Hearts deteſt thee. 
Prithee avoid, nor longer cling thus round me, 
Like ſomething banetul, that my Nature's chill'd at. 
Faff. 1 have not wrong'd thee, by theſe Tears I have 
But ftill am honeſt, true, and hope too, valiant; (not: 
My Mind fill full of thee ; * therefore fill noble. 
Let not thy Eyes then ſhun me, nor thy Heart 
D=teſt me utterly; Oh! Jook upon m2, 
Look back and ſee my fad, fincere Submiſſion! 
How my Heart ſwells, as even*twoul4 burſt my Boſom; 
Fon4 of its Goal, ani bouring to be at thee! ö 
What ſhall L do? what ſay to make thee hear me ? 
Pier. Haſt thou not wrong'd me? dat'ſt thou call th 


That once lov'd, valu'd Friend of mine (ſelf 


And ſwear thou halt not wrong'd me? Whence thele 
Chains ? 
W hence the vile Death, which l may meet this Moment? 
Whence this Diſhonour, but from thee, thou falle on- ? 
Ja f. Als true, Yet grant ons thing, and Pye 
done asking. 


4. 


Pier. 
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Pier. What's that ? 
Jaff. To take thy Life on ſuch Conditions | 

The Council have propos'd ; Thou and thy Friends 

May yet live long, and to be better treated. 

Pier. Life! ask my Life! confeſs! record my ſelf 

A Villain, for the Privilege to breathe, 

And carry up and down this curſed City 

A diſcontented and repining Spirit, 

Burdenſome to it ſelf, a few Years longer, 

To loſe, it may be, at laſt, in a lewd Quarrel 

For ſome new Friend, treacherous and falſe as thou art 

No, this vile World and I have long been jangling, 

And cannot part on better Terms than now, 

When only Men like thee are fit to live in't. 

Taff. By all that's juſt —— 
Pier. Swear by ſome other Powers, 

For thou haſt broke that ſacred Oath too lately. 

Jaff. Then by that Hell I merit, I'll not leave thee, 

Till to thy ſelf at leaſt thou' rt reconci bd, 


However thy Reſentment deal with me. 


Fier. Not leave me 

Jaff. No; thou ſhalt not force me from thee: 
Uſe me reproachfully, and like a Slave; 
Tread on me, buffet me, heap Wrongs on Wrongs 
On my poor Head; I'll bear it all with Patience, 
Shall weary out thy moſt unfriendly Cruelty : 
Lye at thy Feet and kiſs em, tho' they ſpurn me, 
Till, wonnded by my Sufferings, — relent, 
And raiſe me to thy Arms with dear Forgivencls. 

Pier, Art thou not | 
 Jaf}. What? 

Pier. A Traitor? 

Jaff. Yes. 

Pier. A Villain? 

Jaff. Granted. 

Pier. A Coward, a moſt ſcandalous Coward, 
Spiritleßs, void of Honour, one who has ſold 
Thy everlafting Fame for ſhameleſs Life? 

Jaff. All, all, and more, much more: my Faults are 


numberleſs. (thine * 
Pier. And would'ſt thou have me live on Terms like 
Baſe as thou'rt falſ Jaff 0 


ct! 


are 
ne? 
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Jaff. 


Friendſhiꝑ or Intereſt with thee, tho our Years 


Coward, diſhonourable Coward, tough ! 


Plot Diſcover di 6. 
Jaff. No; *tis to me that's granted: 
The Safety of thy Life was all I am'd at, 


In Recompence for Faith and Truſt fo broken. | | 


Pier. I ſcorn it more becauſe preſery'd by thee : 
And as when firſt my fooliſh Heart took Pity , 
On thy. Misfortunes, ſought thee. in thy Miſeries, 
Reliev'd thy Wants, and rais'd thee from thy State 
Of Wretchedneſs, in which thy Fate had plung'd thee; 
To rank thee in my Lift of noble Friends; 

All I receiv'd in Surety for thy Truth, 


Given with a worthleſs Pledge thou fince 
I reſtore it back to thee again 

Sweariag by all thoſe Powers which thou haſt violated, 

Never from this curs'd Hour to bold Communion, 


Were tc exceed thoſe limited the World. 
Take it farewel for now I owe thee nothing, 
Jaff. Say thou wilt live then. | 
Pier. For my Life, diſpoſe it | 
Juſt as thou wilt, becauſe tis what I am tit d with. 
Jaff. Oh! Pierre l 
Pier. No more. 
Jaff. My. Eyes won't loſe the Sight of thee, 
But languiſh after thine, . and ake with gazing, 
Pier. Leave me —— Nay, then thus, thus I throw 
_ thee from me; 
And Curſes great as is thy Falſhood catch thee. [Exiz. 
Jaff. Amen. | 
He's gone, my Father, Friend, Preſerver, (up. 
And here's the Portion he has left me, [ Holds the Dagger 
This Dagger: well remembred, with this Dagger 
I gave a ſolemn Vow of dire Importance; 
Parted with this and Beluidera together. 
Have a care, Mem'ry, drive that Thought no farther; 
No, I'll efteem it as a Friend's laſt Legacy, 
Treaſure it up within this wretched Boſom, 
Where it may grow acquainted with my Hearf, 
That when they meet, they ftart not from each other. 
So, now for thinking: A Blow, call'd Traitor, Villain, 


Oh! 


Were unregarded Oaths; and this, this Dagger, 4 
haſt | "No ! 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Oh! for a long ſound Sleep, and ſo forget it! 
Down, buly Devil. 18 F 8 
Enter Belvidera. * 3 
Belo. Whither" ſhall I fly? 
Where hide me and my Miſeries together? 
Where's now the Roman Conftancy I boaſted?” 
Sunk into trembling Fears and Deſperation i 
Not now to look up to that dear Face 
Which us'd to mile even on my Faults, but down 
Bending theſe miſcrable Eyes to Earth, | 
Muſt move in Penance, and implore much Mercy. 
Jeff Mercy kind Heav'n has ſurely end leſs Stores 
Hoarded for thee of Bleſſings yet untafted : 
Let:Wretches, loaded hard with Guilt, as I am, 
Bow with the Weight, and groan beneath the Burden, 
Creep with à Remnant of that Strength th'ha ve left, 
Before the Footftool of that Hea wn thha ve injur'd. 
Oh! Mr m the vretched'ſt Creature 
E'er crawl'd on Earth: now, if thou'ſt Virtue, help me, 
Take me into thy Arms, and ſpeak the Words of Peace 
To my dirided Soul, that wars within me, 
And raiſes every Senſe to my Confuſion: 
By Heav'n Pm tottering on the very Brink” 
Of Peace; and thou art all the Hold I've leſt. 
Belv. Alas! I know thy Sorrows are moſt mighty; - 
I know tb haft Cauſe to-mourn, to mourn, my Jefter, 
With endleſs Cries, and never-cealing Walling ; 
Thouꝰſt jo.: ĩ ͤ CIT 
Faff. Oh! Pve loſt what can't be counted; 
My Friend too, Belvidera, that dear Friend, 
Who, next to thee, was all my Health rejoic'd in, 
Has us'd me like a Slave, ſhamefully us d me; 
*T would break thy pitying Heart to hear the Story. 
What ſhall I do? Reſentment, Indignation, 
Love, Pity, Fear, and Mem'ry how I've wrong'd him, 
Diſtratt my Quiet with the very Thought ort, 
And tear my Heart to Pieces in my boſom. 
Belv. What has he done? "Oy 
Faff. Thou'dſt hate me, ſhould I tell thee, 
Belv. Why? 2 
Jaff. Oh! he has usd me! yet by Heawn I * 
e 


- 
* 
\ * 


4A Plot-Difrover d. 
He has us'd me, Belvidera-!, but firſt (wear 
That when Pe told thee, thou wilt not loath me utterly, 
Tho? vileſt Blots and Stains ap r Ah ha me; 
But fill at:leaft with chariabl Goodneſs, 
Be near me in the Pangs of my Affliction; 
Nor ſcorn me, Behvidera, as he has done. 

Belv. Have I then cer been falſe, trat now Pm 

doubted ? 
Speak, what's the Cauſe I'm grown into Diſtruſt? 
Why if. Oh! unfit to 1 my Lore 8 e : 
ar my Failings, for they ma +a 

Oh! my dear Angel! in > that Friend ,nay, 
All my SouPs Peace; for every Thought of him 
Strikes my Seaſe hard, and e it in my 9 
Would' ſt chou believe it? 

Bev. — Fas 7 

ore we parted, 

work his-Guards had led him to his Priſon; 
Full « ſevereſt Sorrows for his Suffering 
With Eyes o'erflowing, and a bleeding Heart, 
Humbling my (elf almoſt beneath my Nature, 
As at his Feet I kneel'd, and ſa'd for Mercy, 
Forgetting all our Friendſhip, all the Dearneſs 
In which we've liv'd ſo many Years together, 
With a reproachful Hand he daſh'd a low: . 
He ſtruck me, Belvidera, by Heay'n he ſtruck me! 
Buffered, Calld me Traitor, Villain, Coward. 
Am 1 a Coward? am a Villain? tell me: 
Twart. the beſt Judge, and mad'ft. Mes, if I am fo, 
Damnation; Coward! <> 80 1107 

Belo. Oh! forgive him Falter, 


And if his Sufferings wound thy Heart already, _ 
What will they do to-morrow? ß 7 


Faff. Hab! „ ee N f 
2 To-morrow, 


When thou ſhalt ſee him firetch'd in all the Agonies 
Of a i and a "5 Death; 


Lids, | 
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What will thy Heart do then? Oh! ſure *twill ftream 

Jaff. What means thy dreadful Story? 

Death, and to-morrow ? broken! Limbs and Bowels ? 
Inſulted o'er by a vile butchering Villain? 

By all my Fears I ſhall ftart out to Madneſs 

With bravely gueffing, if the Truth's hid longer. 

Belv. The faithleſs Senators, tis they've decreed it: 
They ſay, according to our Friends Requeft, 

They ſhall have Death, and not ignoble Bondage : 
Declare their promis'd Mercy all as forfeited 
Falſe to their Oaths, and deaf to Interceſſion; 
Warrants are paſs'd for publick Death to-morrow. 

Faff. Death! doom'd to die! condemn'd unheard! 

unpleaded ! 

Belv. Nay, cruePſ Racks and Tormentsare preparing 
To force Conſeſſions from their dying Pangs. 
Oh! do not look ſo terribly upon me! 

How your Lips ſhake, and all your. Face diforder'd! 
What means my Love? (Temptations 

Jaff. Leave me, I charge thee leave me——Strong 
Wake in my Heart. a 

Belv. For what? 

Jaff. No more, but leave me. 

Jaff. Oh! by Heav'n I love thee with that Fondneſs, 

I would not have thee ftay a Moment longer, 

Near theſe curſt Hands: are they not cold upon thee? 

[ Pulls the Dagger balf out of his Boſom, 

Fe and puts it back again. "= 
Belv. No, everlaſting Comfort's in thy Arms. 

To lean thus on thy Breaft is ſofter Eaſe, 

Than downy Pillows deck'd on Leaves of Roſes. ' 

Jaff. Alas thou think'ſt not of the Thorns *tis fil'd 
Fly, e er they gall thee : there's a lurking Serpent (with: 
Ready to leap, and ſting thee to thy Heart; 

Art thou not terrify'd ? „ wht 347 ahp08 
Bev. No. u e 

Faff. Call to mind mn, 4" = 

What thou haßt done; and whither thou haſt brought 


me | 
Belv. 
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Be lu. Hah 1 " 4 N ? 
Jaff. Where's my Friend? my Friend, miling 
Na Mena not, — tis too late, thou ſhou dſt ha ve fied 
When thy Guilt firſt had Cauſe ; for dire Revenge 
Is up, and raging for my Friend, He groans ! 
Hark how he groans, his Screams are in my Ears 
Already; ſee, the've fix d him on the Wheel, 
And now they tear him Murder! perjur d Senate 
Murder—0h — bark Traitreſfs, thou haſt done this; 
Thanks to thy Tears, and falſe perſwading Love. 
How her Eyes ſpeak ! O thou bewitching Creature! 
[ Fumbling or his Dagger. 
Madneſs can't hurt thee : Come, thou little Trembler, 
Creep even into my Heart, and there lye ſafe z 
'Tis thy own Citadel_hah——yet ftand off, 
Heav'n muſt have Juftice, and my broken Vows 
Will fink me elſe beneath its reaching Mercy; 
Pll wink, and then *tis done 
Belv. What means the Lord | . 
Of me, my Life and Love? what's in thy Boſom, _ 
Thou graſp'ſt at ſo ? nay, why am I thus treated ? 
| [- Draws the Dagger, offers to tab ber. 
What wilt thou do? Ah! do not kill me, Jaffter : 
Pity theſe panting Breaſts, and trembling Limbs, 
That us'd to claſp thee when thy Looks were milder, 
That yet hang heavy on my unpurg'd Soul; | 
And plunge it not into eternal Darkneſs. 
Jaff. No, Belvidera, when we parted laſt,, 


5 gave this Dagger with thee, as in Truſt, 


To be thy Portion, if I c'er-prov'd falſe. 
On ſuch Condition was my Truth believ's :. 
But now tis forteited,. and muſt be paid for. 


Belv. Oh! Mercy ! wr 


[ Kneeling 
Jaßf. Nay, no ſtrugli | 
Leaps % Neck kiſſes hi 
While thus I cling 8 Neck, * 
Kils thy revengetul Lips, and die in. ſoys 
Greater than any I can gueſs hereafter. 1 
Faff. 1 am, I am a Coward, witneſs't Heav'n, 
F 3 Witneſs 
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Witneſs it, Earth, and ev'ry Being witneſs ; 
*Tis but one Blow! Yet, by immortal Love,” - 
I cannot longer hear'a Thought to harm thee. 

[ He throws away the Dagger, and embraces her. 
The Seal of Providence is ſure upon thee 


1 


And thou wert born for yet unheard of Wonders: 


Oh! thou wert either born to ſave or damn me. 
By all the Power that's given thee o'er my Soul, 
By thy refiftleſs Tears and conquering Smiles 
By the victorious Love that ſtiſl waits on thee 3 © © 
Fly to thy cruel Father, ſave my Friend. 
Or alt our future Quiet's loft for ever. 
Fall at his Feet, cling round his reverend Knees ; 
Speak to him with thy Eyes, and with thy Tears 
Melt his hard Heart, and wake dead Nature in him, 
Cruſh him in th* Arms, torture him with thy Softneſs; 


Nor, till thy Prayers are granted, ſet bim free, 
Bat conquer him as thou baſi conquer d nc. : [Ex. 


; 


© 7 


* 


ES 

- Enter Priuli ſolus. nick 84 34 

Pri. 7 HY, cruel Heav'n, have my unhappy Days 
Been lengthen'd to this fad one? Oh! Dif- 

And deathleſs Infamy is falFn upon me. (honour 

Was it my Fault? Am I a Traitor? No. | 

But then, my only Child, my Daughter, wedded ; 

There my beſt Blood tuns foul, and a Diſeaſe 

Incurable has ſeiz'd upon my Memory, | 

To make it rot and ftink to After-ages. | 

Curs'd be the fatal Minute when I got wes. 

Or wonld that I'd been been any thing but Man, 

And rais'd an Iſſue which would neer have wrong'd me. 

The miſerableſt Creatures (Man excepted) 

Are not the leſs efteem'd, tho? their Pofterity 


Degenerate from the Virtues of their Fathers : 
The vileſt Beafts are happy in their Offsprings, 


While only Man gets Traitors, Whores, and Moe." 


A Plot Diſtover'd. / 6 
Curſt be the Name, and ſome ſwiſt Blow from Fate 
Lay his Head deep, where mine may. be fo 5 c 
Enter Belvidera in @ long” Mourning Ve | 
Belv. He's there, wn Ars my — Father," 
That for three Years left an only Child 
Expog'd to all the Outrages of Pate, 
And cruel Ruin — 0h 
Pri. What Child of 'Sorrow © | 
Art thou that com?ſt thus wrapt Wen Sadnes, 
And mov'ſt as if thy Steps were towards à Grave? 
Belv. A Wretch, who from the very Top of Happineſs 
Am fallen into the loweſt De — — of Miſery, 
And want your pitying Hand to raiſe me up again. 
Pri. Indeed thou talk ſt as thou hadſt taſtel Sorrows 2 
Would I could help thee. JE 
Belv. Tis greatly in your Power: 
The World too ſpeaks yo = u charitable; and I, 
Who ne'er ask'd Alms before, in that dear Hope 2 
Am come a begging to you, Sir. 
Pri. For what? 
Belv. Oh! well regard me, is this Voice a ſtrange one d 
Conſider too, when Beggars once pretend 
A Caſe like mine, no little will content em. 
Pri, What would'ſt thou beg for ? | 
Belv. Pity and Forgiveneſs. - {| Throws up ber 7771 
By the kind tender Names of Child and Father, 
Hear my Complaints, and take me to your Wera. 
Pri. My Daughter 1 
Belv. Yes, your Daughter, by a Mother 2 
Virtuous and noble, faithful to your Honour, - 
Obedient to your Will, kind to your Wiſhes, 
Dear to your Arms. By all the Joys ſhe gave you, 
When in her blooming Years ſhe was your Treaſure, 
Look kindly on me; in my Face behold -*' >; — 
The Lineaments of hers you've kiſsd { often, - - 
Pleading the Cauſe of your poor daten Child. 8 
Pri. Thou art my Daughter. * e = 
Belv. Yes——and you've oft told me | 
With Smiles of Love and chafte paternal Kiſſes, 
I'd much Reſemblance of my — K 
Pri. Oh! | 


Hadi 
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Hadſt thou inherited her matchleſs Virtues, _ 
I'd too been bleft. 
Belv. Nay, do not call to Memory 
My Diſobedience, but let Pity enter 
Into your Heart, and quite deface the Impreſſion. 
For could you think how mine's perplext, what Sadneſs, 
Fears and Deſpairs diftra& the Peace within me, 
Oh! you would take me into your dear dear Arms, 
Hover with ſtrong Compathon &er your young One, 
To ſhelter me with a — Wing, 
From the black gather'd Storm, that's juſt, juſt breaking. 
Pri, Don't talk thus. 
Belv. Yes, I muft, and you muſt hear too. 
I have a Husband, 
Pri. Damn him, 
Belv. Oh! do not curſe him; 
He would not ſpeak ſo hard a Word towards you, 
On any Terms; howe'er he deal with me. 
Pri. Hah! what means my Child? | 
Belv. Oh! there's but this ſhort Moment 
Twixt me and Fate: Yet ſend me not with Curſes 
Down to my Grave; afford me one kind Bleſſing 
Before we. part: Juſt take me in your Arms, 
And recommend me with a Prayer to Heav'n, 
That I may die in Peace, and when I'm dead 
Pri. How my Soul's catch'd ! 
Bev. Lay me, I beg you, lay me 
By the dear Aſhes of my tender Mother. 
She would have pitied me, had Fate yet ſpar'd-her. 
Pri. By Heav'n, my aking Heart forebodes much 
Miſchief. 
Tell me thy Story, for Pm ſtill thy Father. 
Belv- No, I'm ſtill. contented. 
Pri. Speak. | 
Belv. o matter. 
Pri, Tell me. ö 
By yon bleſt Heaven, my Heart runs oer with Fond- 
neſs. 
Belv. Oh 
Pri. Uttert. 
Belv. Oh! my Husband, my dear Husband 


Carries 
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Not one of em but what ſhall be immortal. 
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Carries a Dagger in his once kind Boſom, 


To pierce the Heart of your poor Belvidera. 


Fri. Kill thee? | 
Belv. Yes, kill me. When he paſs'd his Faith 
And Covenant againft your State and Senate, 
He gave me up as Hoſtage for his Truth: 
With me a Dagger, and à dire Commiſſion, 
Whene'er he fail'd, to plunge it thro' this Boſom. 
I learnt the Danger, choſe the Hour of Love 
T*attempt his Heart, and bring it back to Honour. 
Great Love prevail'd, and bleſsd me with Succeſs; 
He came, confeſs'd, betray'd his deareſt Friends, 
For promis d Mercy. Now they're doom'd to ſuffer, 
GalFd with Remembrance of what then was ſworn, 
If they are loft, he vows t' appeaſe the Gods | 
With-this poor Life, and make my Blood th* Atonement. 
Pri. Heav*ns ! | 
Belv. Think you ſaw what paſs'd at our laſt Parting; 
Think you beheld him like a raging Lion, + 
Pacing the Earth, and tearing up his Steps 
Fate in his Eyes, and Toaring with the Pain 
Of burning Fury; think you ſaw his one Hand 
-Fixt on my Throat, whilſt the extended other 
Graſp'd a keen threatning Dagger; Oh! *twas thus 
We laft embrac'd, when, trembling with Revenge, 
He dragg'd me to the Ground, and at my Boſom 
Preſented horrid Death; cry'd out, my Friends 
Where are my Friends? ſwore, wept, rag'd, threaten'd, 
lov'd z © © | | | 
For he yet lov'd, and that dear Love prefery'd me, 
To this laft Trial of a Father's Pity. | " 
I fear not Death, but cannot bear a Thought 
That that dear Hand ſhould do th' unfriendly Office 
If I was ever then your Care, now hear me; 
Fly to the Senate, ſave the promis'd Lives 22 
Of his dear Friends, e'er mine be made the Sacrifice, 
Peri. Ohl my Heart's Comfort! n £06 
Belv; Will you not, my Father? | 
Weep not, but anſwer me. 
Pri. By Heav'n I will. . 
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Canſt thou forgive me all my Follies paſt, 
I'll henceforth be indeed à Father; never, 
Never more thus expoſe, but cheriſn thee, | 
Dear as the vital Warmth that feeds my Life, ... 
Dear as theſe Eyes that weep in Fondneſs o'er thee. 
Peace to thy Heart. Farewel. = | 

Belv. Go, and remember 4 | 
'Tis Belvidera Life ber Father pleads for. [ Ex. ſeveral. 

Enter Antonio. þ:% 
Hum, hum, hah! | | rt 434 N. 
Signor Priuli, my Lord Priuli, my Lord, my Lord, 
my Lord: Now we Lords love to call one anotber by 
our Titles. My Lord, my Lord, my Lord Pox on 
him, I am a Lord as well as he. And fo let him fid- 
dle I'll warrant him he's gone to the Senate-hou 
and I' be there too, ſoon enough for ſome body. O 
Here's a tickling Speech about the Plot, Ell. prove 

there's a Plot with a Vengeance. Would L had it 
without Book; let me ſee—— | 

Moſt Reverend Senators, . Bai | 
That there is a Plot, ſurely by this time, no Man that 
hath Eyes or Underftanding io his Head will prefume 
to doubt ; *tis as plain as the Light in the Cucumber— 
no——hold there Cucumber does not came in yet 
tis as plain as the Light in the Sun, or as the Man 
in the Moon, even at Noon-day. It is indeed a Pumpkin- 
Plot, which, juſt as it was mellow, we have gather'd, 
and now we have gather'd it, prepar'd and dreſgd it, 
ſhall we throw it like a pickled Cucumber out at the 
Window? No: That it is not only a bloody, horrid, 
execrable, damnable, and audacious Plot, but-it is, ay 
I may ſo ſay, a ſaucy Plot; And we all know, moſt 
Reverend Fathers, that what is Sauce for a Gooſe; is 
Sauce for a Gander: Therefore I ſay, as thoſe blood- 
thirfty Ganders of the Conſpiracy would have deſizoyed 


us Geeſe of the Senate, let us make haſte to deſt roy 


them; ſo I humbly move for hanging ——Hah ! hurry 
durry——1 think this will do; though I was ſome- 
thing out at firſt, about the Sun and the Cucumber. 
Enter Aquilina. | 

fAqui. Good-morrow, Senator. 


Ant. 
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Ant. „ my dear Nacty; Morrow Nacty; odd I 
very merry, very pert, very via 


ils 


am very bri 
ha aa a a —— kiſs me Naciy; how doft thou do, 
little tor rory Stfumpet ? me, I ſay, Huſſy, 


Aquis "Ki" me, Nacky ! hang you, Sir Coxcomb, 
hang you, Sir. | - 

Aui. Haity taity, is ie fo indeed? with all my heart, 
faith—— Hey, then np 40 we, faith——MHey, then wp 20 
we, dum dum derum dump. [ Sings. 

Aqui. Signor. „ 

Ant. Madona. GT A #23, 4 

Aqui: Do you-intend to die in your Bed? 

Ant. About Threeſcore Years hence much may be 
done, Dear 

Aqui. You'll be hang'd, Signor. 

Ant. Hang'd, Sweet - heart, prithee be quiet; hang d 

uoth-a, that's a merry Conceit with all my heart ; 4 4 
thou jok'ft, Necky ; thou art given to joking, II ſwear ; 
well, I preteſt, Nacky, nay,  muft proteft, and will pro- 
teſt, that Hove joking dearly, Man. And I love thee for 
joking, and I'll kiſs thee for joking, and towle thee for 
pking; and odd, I have a deviliſh Mind to take thee 
aſide about that Buſineſs ſor joking too, odd I have; and 


me of F 
- 


OS 
- 
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Hey, then wp go we, dum dum derum dump. [| Sings, 


Aqui. See you this, Sir? [Draws a Dagger. 

Ant. O Land, a Dagger! Oh! Laud! it is naturally 
my Averſion, I cannot endure the Sight on't; hide it, 
for Heaven's ſake, I cannot look that way till it be 
gone——hide it, hide it, oh! oh! hide it.) 

Aqui. Yes, in your Heart Þ'll hide it. 

9 Heart! what, hide a Dagger in my Heart's- 

lood ! 
Aga. Yes, in thy Heart, thy Throat, thou pamper'd 
Devil; | 

Thou haſt help'd to ſpoil my Peace, and I'll have Ven- 


On & curſt Life, for all the bloody Senate, 

The perjur'd faithleſs Senate: Where's my Lord, 

My Happineſs, my Love, my God, my Heroe, | 

Doonrd by thy accurſed Tongue, among the reſt, * 
| ”w 4 


ö 
| 
ö 
| 
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T'a ſhameful Rack? By all the Rage that's in 1 me, 
PI] be whole Years in murdering thee, 

Ant. Why, Nacky, 
Wherefore ſo paſhonate > what have I done? what's 
the Matter, my dear Nacky? Am not I thy Love, thy 
Happineſs, thy Lord, thy Heroe, thy Senator, and 
every thing in the World, Naciy? (Joys; 

Aqui. Thou! think'ſt thou, thou art fit to meet my 
To bear the eager Claſps of my Embraces? "= 
Give me Pierre, or 

Ant. Why, he's to be hang'd, little Nacky ; 
Truſsd up for Treaſon, and ſo forth, Child. 

Aqui. Thou ly'ﬀt ; ſtop down thy Throat that helliſh 

Sentence, 

Or *tis thy laſt: Swear that my Love ſhall live, A 
Or thou art dead. 

Ant. Ah! h h h. 

Aqui. Swear to recal his Doom ; . 
Swear at my Feet, and tremble at my Fury, 

Ant. 1 do; now if ſhe would but kick a little bit, 
Ah!hhh. (ane kick <= 

Aqui. Swear, or 

Ant. 1 do, by theſe dear fragrant boots (Nach). 

404 1 little Toes, ſweet as, e eee, my Nach Nacky, 

Aqui. How ! [ and troth. 

Ant. Nothing but unty thy Shoe-ftring a little, faith 
That's all, that's all, as I hope to live, Nacky, that $ all. 

Aqui. Nay, then 

Ant. Hold, hold; thy Love, thy Lord, thy Heroe 
Shall be preſery'd and ſafe. 

Aqui. Or may this Poniard 
Ruſt in thy Heart. 

Ant. With all my Soul. 

Agqii. Farewel. Ex. Aquil. 

Ant. Adieu: Why, what a bloody - minded inveterate 
termagant Strumpet have I been plagu'd with! oh! hh 
Yet more! nay, then I die, I die—l am dead already. 


[ Stretches out himfe 
4 F 
% Final Deſtruction ſcize on all the World, 


Bend down, ye Heay'ns, and PROS round his Earth, 
| ru 


n. 
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Cruſh the vile Globe into its firſt Confuſion; 

Scorch it wich elemental Flames to one curs d Cinder, 
And all us little Creepers in't call'd Men, 

Burn, bura to nothing: but let Venice burn 

Hotter than all the reſt: here kindle Hell, 

Ne*er to extinguiſh z and let Souls hereafter 

Groan here, in all thoſe Pains which mine feels now. 


Enter Belvidera. 
Be lv. My Life—— [ Meeting bim. 
Faff. My Plague—— [ Turning from ber. 


Belv. Nay then I ſce my Ruin; 
If I muſt die! A 
Jaff. No, Death's this Day too buſy 
Thy Father's ill-tim'd Mercy came too late. 
I thank thee for thy Labours tho*, and him too: 
But all my poor betray'd unhappy Friends 
Have Summons to prepare tor Fate's black Hour 
And yet 1 live. | | 
Belv. Then be the next my Doom: 
I ſee thou haft paſs'd my Sentence in thy Heart,, 
And I'll no longer weep or plead againſt it, 
But with the humbleft, moſt obedient Patience 
Meet thy dear Hands, and kiſs em when they wound me. 
Indeed I am willing, but I beg thee do it 
With ſome Remorſe; and when thou giv* the Blow, 
View me with Eyes of a relenting Love, 
And ſhew me Pity, for *twill ſweeten Juſtice, 
Faff. Shew Pity to thee ? 
Belv. Yes; and when thy Hands 


Charg'd with my Fate, come trembling to the Deed, 


As thou haſt done a Thouſand Thouſand dear times 


To this poor Breaft, when kinder Rage has brought thee, 


When our ſting'd Hearts have leapꝰd tomeeteach other, 
And melting Kiſſes ſcal'd our Lips together 
When Joys have left me gaſping ia thy Arms: 
So let 3 ogg come now, and FII not ſhrink from't, 
Jaſf ay, Belvidera, do not fear my Cruelty, 
Nor let the Thoughts of Drath perplex thy Fancy; 
But anſwer me to what I ſhall en 
With a firm Temper and unſhaken Spirit. 
Bely. I will when Lye 8 wee ping 


Jef. 


1 
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Jaff. Fie, no more 0n't—— 
How long is't ſince that miſerable Da 
We wedded firſt? 
Belv. Oh! hh! 
Faff. Nay, keep in Tea 
Left - unman me — ay 


. Belv. Heav'n knows, I cannot; 

. The Words you utter ſound ſo very ſadly, 
Theſe Streams will follow 

4 Jaff. Come, Pll kiſs em dry then. 

4 Belv. But was't a miſerable Day? 

7 Faff. A cunſt one. 


Belv. I thought it otherwiſe; and you've oft ſworn 

In the tranſporting Hours of warmeſt Love, 

When ſure you ſpoke the Truth, you've ſworn you bleſgd 
Jaff. Twas a raſh Oath. its. 
Belv. Then why am I not curſt too? 

Ja. No, Belvidera, by th eternal Truth, 

I doat with too much Fondneſs. 

Belv. Still ſo kind 

Still then do you love me ? 

Faff. Nature, in her Workings, 

Inclines not with more Ardour to Creation, 

Than I do now towards thee; Man ne'er was bleſs d 

s Since the firſt Pair firſt met, as I have been. 

Belv. Then ſure you will not curſe me. 

| Jaff. No, VII. bleſs thee. 

I came on Purpoſe, Belvidera, to bleſs thee. 

Tis now, I think, three Years we've liv'd together. 
Belv. And may no fatal Minute ever part us, 

Till reverend grown, for Age and Love, we go 

Down to one Grave, as our laſt Bed together; 

There ſleep in Peace, till an eternal Morning. 

Faff. When will that be? [ Sighing. 
Belv. I hope long Ages hence. 
off. Have I not hitherto (I beg thee tell me 

Thy very Fears) us'd thee with tender'ſt Love? 

id cer Soul riſe up in Wrath againft thee ? 

Did I &er frown when Belvidera (mid ? 

Or, by the leaſt unfriendly Word, betray 

Abating Paſhon? Have I ever wrong'd thee ? 

Bev. No. a 


% 
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Jaff. Has my Heart, or have my Eyes e er wander d 
To any other Woman ? 7 
Belu. Never, never—l were the wort of falſe One, 
ſhould I accuſe thee. b 
I own PI've been too happy, bleſsd above 
My Sex's Charter. 
Fafſ. Did I not ſay I came to bleſs thee? 

Belv. Yes. 

Jaff. Then hear me, bounteous Heav'n; 
Pour down your Bleſſings on this beauteous Head, 
Where everlaſting Sweets are always ſpringing, 
With a continual giving Hand: let Peace, 
Honour, and Safety, always hover round ber; 
Feed her with Plenty, let her Eyes ne'er ſee 
A Sight of Sorrow, nor her Heart know Mourning 
Crown all her Days with Joy, her Nights with Reft, 
Harmleſs as her own Thoughts ; and prop her Virtue, 
To bear the Loſs of one that too much lov d; 

And comfort her with Patience in our Parting. 
Belv, How, Parting, Parting ! ö 
Jaff. Yes, for ever Parting; 
I have ſworn, Belvidera, by yon Heavn, 
That beſt can tell how much I loſe, to leave thee, 
We part this Hour for ever. 

Bely. Oh! call back 
Your cruel Bleſſing; ſtay with me and curſe me 

Jaff. No, tis reſolv'd. | 

Belv. Then hear me too, juſt Heay'n : 
Pour down your Curſes on this wretched Head 
With never-ceafing Vengeance; let Deſpair, 
Danger, or Infamy, nay all ſurround me 
Starve me with Wantings ; let my Eyes ne'er ſee 
A Sight of Comfort, nor my Heart know Peace, 
But daſh my Days with Sorrow, Nights with Horrours 
Wild as my own Thoughts now, and let looſe Fury 
To make me mad enough for what I loſe, 
If I muſt loſe him. If I muft? I will not. 
Oh! turn and hear me 

Jaff. Now hold, Heart, or never. 

Belv. By all the tender Days we've liv*d together, 


By all our charming Nights, E 9 mw 
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Pity my ſad Condition; ſpeak, but ſpeak. 
YJaff. Oh! hh! * IO. 
Belv. By theſe Arms that now cling round thy Neck, 
By this dear Kils, and by Ten Thouſand more, 
By theſe poor ſtreaming Eye 
Jaff. Murder! unhold me; 
By th immortal Deftiny that doom'd me 
[ Draws his Dagger. 
To this curs d Minute I'll not live one longer; 
Reſolve to let me go, or ſee me fall 
Helv. Hold, Sir, be patient, 
F. Hark! the diſmal Bell LPaſſing-Be l tolls. 
Tolls out for Death! I muſt attend its Call too; 
For my poor Friend, my dying Pierre expects me 
| He ſeat a Meſſage to require I'd ſee him 
g Before be dy d, and take his laſt Forgiveneſs, 
Farewel for ever. 
Belv. Leave thy Dagger with me. 
Bequeath me ſomething—Not one Kiſs at parting ? 
Oh! my poor Heart, when wilt thou break? 
[ Going out, looks back at ber. 
Jaff. Yet ſtay. 1 
We have a Child, as yet a tender Infant; 
Be a kind Mother to him when I am gone, 
Breed him in Virtue and the Paths of Honour, 
But let him never know his Father's Story ; 
I charge thee guard him frem the Wrongs my Fate 
May do his future Fortune, or his Name. 
Now——nearer yet [ Approaching each other. 
Oh! that my Arms were rivetted 
Thus round thee ever! but my Friends! my Oath! 
This, and no more. * [Kiſſes ber. 
ZBelv. Another, ſure another, 
For that poor little one you've ta'en ſuch Care of, 
II give't him truly. 
Jaff. So now farewel. 
Belv. For erer? | 
Jaff. Heav'n knows for ever; all good Angels guard 
thee, [ Exit. 
Belv. All ill ones ſure had Charge of me this Moment. 


ſt be my Days, and doubly curſt my Nights, 
Curſt be my Days, a y p Nights - ih 


4 
— 
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Which I muſt now mourn out in widow'd Tears: 
Bla ſted be every Herb, and Fruit and Tree, 
Curſt be the Rain that falls upon the Earth, 
And may the general Curſe reach Man and Beaſt 
Oh! — me Daggers, Fire or Water: 
could bleed, how burn, how drown, the Waves 
Huzzing and booming round my finking Head, 
Till I deſcended to the peaceful Bottom! 
Oh! there's all Quiet, here all Rage and Fury; 
The Air's too thin, and pierces my weak Brain: 
J long for thick ſubſtantial Sleep: Hell! Hell! 
Burſt from the Center, rage and roar aloud, 
If thou art half ſo hot, ſo mad as I am. 
3 Enter Priuli and Servants. They | — 
is there 7 ei 5 
Pri, Run, ſeize, and bring her agel = Each 
Guard her as you would Life: Alas! poor Creature! 
Be lv. What, to my Husband ? then conduct me quickly © 
Are all things ready ? ſhall we die moſt glorioully ? 
Say not a Word of this to my old Father ; 
Murmuring Streams, ſoft Shades, and ſpringing Flowers, 
Lutes, Laurels, Seas of Milk, and Ships of Amber. [Ex. 


SCENE opening diſtovers 6 Scaffold, and a M bee 
prepared for the executing of Pierre ; then enter Offi- 
cers, Pierre and Guards, a Fier, Ex:cutioner, and 
4 great Rabble. 


On. Room, room there ſtand all by, make room 
for the Priſoner. 

Pier. My Friend not come yet ? 

Fatb. Why are you ſo obſtinate? 

Pier. Why you fo troubleſome, that a poor Wretch 
can't die in Peace, 
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But you, like Ravens, will be croaking round him? 


Fath. Yet Heav n—— 
Pier. I tell thee, Heav'n and I are Friends: 
I ne'cr brokg Peace with't yet by cruel Murders, 
Rapine or Perjury, or vile deceiving ; 
But liv'd in moral Juſtice towards all Men 
Nor am a Foe to the moſt ftrong Believers, 
Howe'er my own n Faich confine b. 

3 
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Fath. But an All-ſeeing Judge-—— 

Pier. You ſay my Cork 100g | 
Muft be my Accuſer : I have ſearch'd that Conſcience, 
And find no Records there of Crimes that ſcare me. 

Fath. Tis ſtrange you ſhould want Faith. 

Pier. You want to lead 
My Reaſon blind-fold, like a hampet d Lion, 
Check'd of its nobler Vigour; then when bated 
Down to obedient Tameneſs, make it couch, | 
And ſhew ftrange Tricks, which you call Signs of Faith. 
So filly Souls are gulbd, and you get Money. 
Away, no more; Captain, I'd have hereafter 
This Fellow write no Lies of my Converſion, 
Becauſe he has crept upon my troubled Hours. 
Enter Ja er. | 

Faff. Hold: Eyes be dry; n 
Heart, ſtrengthen me to bear | 
This hideous Sight, and humble me: Take 
The laft Forgiveneſs of a dying Friend, 

Betray'd by my vile Falſhood to his Ruin. 
Oh! Pierre! 

Pier, Yet nearer. 1 

Jaff. Crawling on my Knees, 

And proftrate on the Earth, let me approach thee: 
How ſhall I look up to thy injur'd Face, 

That always us'd to ſmile with Friendſhip on me? 
It darts an Air of ſo much manly Virtue, 

That I, methinks, look little in thy Sight, 

And Stripes are fitter for me than Embraces. 

Pier. Dear to my Arms, tho' thou'ſt undone my Fame, 
I cart forget to love thee; prithee Jaffter, 
Forgive that filthy Blow my Paſſion dealt thee ; 

I am now preparing for the Land of Peace, 
And fain would have the charitable Wiſhes 
Of all good Men, like thee, to bleſs my Journey. 

Jaff. Good! I am the vileſt Creature, worſe than e*er 
Suffer'd the ſhameful Fate thou'rt going to taſte of. F 
Why was I ſent for to be us'd thus kindly ? 

Call, call me Villain, as I am; deſcribe 

The foul Complexion of my hateful Deeds; 

Lead me to th* Rack, and ſtretch me in thy =—_ 
| ve 
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I've Crimes enough to give it its full Load. 
And do it Credit: thou wilt bug ſpoil the Uſe. ont, 
And honeſt Men hereafter bear its Figure — 
About 'em as a Charm from treacherous Friendſhip. 
Chi. The Time grows fhort, your Friends are dead 


already. 
Jaff. Dead! 
Pier. Ves, dead, Jaſſier; they*ve all dy'd like Men 
Worthy their Character. | (too 


Faff. And what muſt I do? 
Pier. Oh! Fafher ! 
'  Faff. Speak aloud thy burden'd Soul, 
And tell thy Troubles to thy tortur'd Friend. 
Pier. Friend! Could'ſt thou yet be a Friend, a ge» 
nerous Friend, . | 
F might hope Comfort from thy noble Sorrows. 
Heav'n knows I want a Friend. 
Faff. And a kind one, | 
That would not thus ſcorn my xzepenting Virtne, 
Or think when bes to die, my Thoughts are idle. 
Pier. No! Live, I charge thee, Faffier. 
Faff. Yes, I will live: 
Bat it ſhall be to ſee thy Fall reveng'd 
At ſuch a rate, as Venice long ſhall groan for. 
Pier. Wilt thou? 
Jaff. I will by Heav'n. 
Pier. Then ſtill thou'rt noble, 
And 1 forgive thee. Oh! et- ſhall I truſt thee ? 
Faff. No; Pve been falſe already. 
Pier. Do'ſt thou love me? <4 
Ja. Rip up my Heart, and ſatisfy thy Doubtings. 
Pier. Curſe on this Weakneſs. [ He weept. 
Faff. Tears! Amazement ! Tears! 
I never ſaw thee melted thus before; | 
And know there's ſomething labouring in thy Boſom 
That mult have Vent: tho' Lam a Villain, tell me. 
Pier. See*!t thou that Engine? [Printing to the Wheels 
Faff. Why ? | 
Pier. Ist fit a Soldier, who has liv'd with Honour, 
Fought Nations Quarreh, and been crown'd with Con- 


Be exposd a common Carcaſæ on a Wheel? 657 
47. 
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Faff. Hah! 


2 Pier. Speak: Is't fitting ? 
es Faf}. Fitting? 

. Pier. Yes, ist fitting? 

"3 Faff. What's to be done? 

. Pier. d have thee undertake 

4 Something that's noble, to preſerve my Memory 

3 From the Diſgrace that's ready to attaint it. 

+ ON. The Day grows late, Sir. 

7 Pier. I'll make haſte. Oh! Jaſier? ' 
"ol Tho? thow'tt betray'd me, do me ſome Way Juſtice. 


Jaff. No more of that: Thy Wiſhes ſhall be ſatisfy'd ; 
IL have a Wife, and ſhe ſhall bleed; my Child too 
Yield up his little Throat, and all 

I' appeaſe thee—— 


[ Going away, Pierre bolds bim. 
Pier. No—this—no more. [ He whiſpers Jaffier. 
Jaff. Hah! Is't then ſo? 


8 Pier. Moſt certainly. 

* uff. V1 do't. 

__ Pier. Remember. ' 
A Offi. Sir. . 
BS: Fier. Come, now I'm ready. 


[He and jaffier aſtend the Scaffold. 
Captain, you ſhould be a Gentieman of Honour, 
Keep off the Rabble, that I may have room 


To entertain my Pate, and die with Decency. | 
Come, {Takes off bis Gown, Executioner prepares is 
Fath. Son ! bind bim. f 
Pier. Hence Tempter. | 
Offi. Stand off, Prieſt, 2 
Pier. I thank you, Sir; | 
: You'll think on't ? [To Jafher. 
$ Faff. *'T wor?t grow ſtale before to-morrow. 
: Pier. Now, Jaier ! now I am going. No 
[ Executioner having bound bim. 
| + Jafſ. Have at thee, ik; 
5 Thou honeſt Heart, then ——here— [ Stabs bim. 
: And this is well too. | [ Then ſtabs bimſelf. 


Fath. Damnable Deed ! 


ier. Now thou haſt indeed been faithful. 
This 


„ 
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This was done nobly — We have deceiv'd the Senate. 
Faff. Bravely. 72 
Pier. Ha ha ha— 0h! oh !-—. [Dies. 
Jaff. Now ye curſt Rulets, 

Thus of the Blood y'ave ſhed I make Libation, 

And ſprinkle't mingling ; May it reſt upon you, 

And all your Race ; Be henceforth Peace a Stranger 

Within your Walls ; let Plagues and Famine waſte 

Your Generations ——O poor Belvidera! 

Sir, I have a Wife, bear this in Safety to her, 

A Token, that with my dying Breath I bleſgd her, 

And the dear little Infant left behind me. 

I am fick——Pm quiet [Jather dies. 
Offi. Bear this News to the Senate, 

And guard their Bodies till there's farther Order: 


Heav'n grant I die ſo well. [| Serene ſbuts upon theme 


Soft Mufick. Enter Belvidera diſtracted, Ted by two of 
her Women, Priuli and Servants. - 
Pri. Strengthen her Heart with Patience, pitying 
Heav*n. 
Belv. 0 me, come, come, come, come, nay come 
to Bed, | | | 
Prithee my Love. The Winds; hark how whiſtie ? 
And the Rain beats: Oh! how the Weather ſhrinks me! 
You are angry now, who cares? Piſh, no indeed. 
Chuſe then, 1 ſay you ſhall not go, you ſhall not. 
Whip your Ill- nature; get you gone then; oh! 
[ Jather's Gboſt riſes. 
Are you return'd ? See, Father, here he's come again, 
Am 1 to blame to love him? Oh! thou dear one. 
[ Gboſt ſinks, 
Why do you fly me? Are you angry ftill then? 
Jaſſier, where art thou? Father, why do you do thus? 
Stand off, don't hide him from me. He's here ſomewhere. 
Stand off i ſay; What 2 Remember't, Tyrant; 
I may revenge my ſelf for this Trick one Day. 
I' do't—I'n do't. Reyeult's a naſty Fellow z 
Hang him, hang him, hang him. 
Enter Officer and others. 


Pri. News, what News? {| Officer whiſpers Priuk. 


Offi. Moſt fad, Sir. 
Jajher, upon the Scaffold, to prevent A 
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A ſhameful Death, ſtabb'd Pierre, and next, himſelf ; 
Both fell together. 

Pri. Daughter. 

Belv. Ha! look there! 
2 Ghoſt of Jather and Pierre riſe tagetber botb bloody. 

45 bloody, and his Friend too! Murder! 
Who has done this? ſpeak to me, thou ſad Viſion; 

[ Ghoſt ſinks. 

On theſe poor trembling Knees I beg it: vaniſhd— 
Here they went down: Oh! I'll dig, dig the Den up. 
You ſhan't delude me thus. Hoa, Jaſher, Jaſſier. 
Peep up, and give me but a Look. I have him! 
I've got him, Father; Oh! now how I'll ſmuggle him 
My Love! my Dear! my Bleſſing ! help me! help me! 
They have hold on me, and drag me to the Bottom. 
Nay—now they pull fo hard-—fareweb— | Sbe dies. 

Maid. She's dead, 
Breathleſs and dead. 

Pri. Then guard me from the Sight on't: 
Lead me into ſome Place that's fit for Mourning z 
Where the free Air, Light, and the chearful Sun 
May never enter ; Hang it round with Black; 
Set up one Taper, that may light a Day, 
As long as I've to live; And there all leave me: 


ing n0 Tears when you this Tale relate, 
ut bid all cruel Fathers dread my Fate. Curtain falls. 
[ Excunt mne. 
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EPILOGUE. 


HE Text is dene, and now for Application, 
And when that's ended, paſs your Approbations. 
The' the Conſpiracy's prevented here, | 
Met hint I ſee another hatching there: 
And there's a certain Faction fain would ſway, 
If they had Strength enough, and damn this Ply, © 


| But this the Author bad me boldly ſay, 


If any take this Plainneſs in ill Part, 

Hes glad ont from the Bottom of his Heart: 
Poets in Honour of the Truth ſhould write, 

With the ſame Spirit breve Men for it fight. 
And tho againſt him cauſeleſs Hatreds riſe, 
And daily where he goes of late he ſpies 

The Scowles of ſullen and revengeful Eyes; 

"Tis what he knows, with much Contempt, to bear, 
And ſerves 4 Cauſe too good to let him fear. 
He fears no Poiſon from an incens d Drab, 

No Ruffian's five-faot Sword, nor Raſcal's Hab; 
Nor any other Snares of Miſchief laid, 

Not u Roſe-Alley-Qudgel Ambuſcade, 

From any 47 Cauſe where Malice reigns, 
Or general Pique all Blockheads have to Brains: 
Nothing ſhall damn hu Pen when Truth does call, 
No, not the * Pitture-mangler at Guildhall, 


* The Raſcal that cut the Duke of Tort's Picture. 


The 
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- The Rebel-Tribe, of which that Vermin's one, 

3 Have now ſet forward, and their Courſe begun; 

Ad while that Prince's Figure they deface, 

As they before had maſſacred his Name, 

Durft their baſe Fears but look him in the Face, 
They'd uſe. bis Perſon as they've us'd his Fame: 
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Of that great Martyr s, whoſe rich Blood t e 

That.their rebellious Hate they ftill retain, 

And in bis Son would murder him again. 

| With Indignation then let each brave Heart 

Noce, and unite, to take bis injur d Part; 

| "Till Royal Love and Goodneſs call him home, 

And Songs of Triumph meet him as he come: 

"Till Heav'n his Honour, and our Peace reſtore, 

And Villains never wrong bu Virtue more, 
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